SLOPER’S CINEMARTISTIC EFFORT. 


VIKING 
CHOCOLATES 


ASSORTED 
Sold in }-lb., 1-lb., and 2-lb. boxes, 
and by weight at 1/3 per 4-lb. 
“LIVERPOOL, ENGLAND. 
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ALLY’S FILM FAVOURITES NOW RE-LEASED. 
"t of f Thank goodness, old thing, those silly Elections are over at last. I’m simply fed up myse!f, canvassing and kissing kids and all. Exciting but fuli 
b ae - Poor Pa simply romped home of course, he has the Shoe Lane divisionin his ticket pocket. By-the-bye, dear, it’s an open secret that Pa was 
* nd all that Cinema stunt at the new Cabinet meeting and now, as a further development, he is framing a close-up of the whole political situation 


The bCNtitipg « a . 

The Dyed, A Little Bit of Bluff, or Bela*ouring the Bolshie, the Wily Welsher and-Bewildered Bonar.” Five reeler, produced by my brother, Alexandry. 

g os by Poor Pa. Featuring all the Popular and Unpopular Favourites. Now on the stocks, to be released shortly. Chirupp, Chirupp, Chiirup ! 
TOOTSIE, 


2 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
2 


The Sportsman *s M ount 8 H.P. 4 cyl. Watercooled Two-Seater 


BENJAMIN 


nUZMO 


MOTOR CYCLE 


1923 
Model 


SPECIFICATION—4 cylinders, bie gs 54, 
Stroke 82, Right Hand Steering. Speeds: 3 Forward and 
ST AND 1 Reverse, centre change SELF-STARTER, DYNAMO 

— LIGHTING. Spare Wheel and tyre, etc. etc. — 


1 i RELIABILIT Y—COMFORT— ECONOMY — SPEED 


H. F. PILLING 


Trafalgar Buildings 
1 Charing Cross 


Olympia Motor Cycle Show 
25th—Dec. 2nd 1922 
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John Wallace & Co. 


Sole Concessionaire— 


— for — of — — 
7% our ist. is is only - ~ 
small booklet, but baenaes Enfield Highway 


to be worth reading MIDDLESEX | epee Roy fo 2a eres i 


OUR 


CHRISTMAS NUMBER 


Wi! be a really attractive and amusing 

sixpenny-worth, carrying on all 

the traditions of the Ally Sloper of pre- 

war days, with just that touch of up-to- 

dateness which is such a distinctive 
feature of the paper. 


Leading Features : 
The Sloper Calendar. 
The Sloper Waltz. 
The Sloper Plate. 


Twelve Complete Stories, 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 


Forwarded to any part of the World, post free: 3 months, 
38. ; 6 months, 6s. ; 12 months (including all Special Num- 
ects), 12s, In stamps or P.O.0.’s to THE PROPRIETORS, 
Pee SLopEriEs,” BoswetL House, Bott Court, 

LEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Show Cards and Contents Bills will be sent post free to 


lo eens on application. Reading Cases, free of charge, 
otels, Restaurants, etc. 


* % 

* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be 
returned, must enclose a stamped envelope large enough to 
Contain the contributions submitted. Under no other 
Conditions will attention be given to work sent in on 
@pproval, Do not enclose loose stamps. 
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“What a lark the love of men ig; 

Jack and I were playing tennis, 

I declared I was ‘fifteen,’ 

Feeling joyously serene. 

Jack, in tones that stones would move, 

Sighed, ‘Ah, me! I’m only—Love,’ 

Suzanne Sneerly went by snorting. 

‘Tennis Court—pish! Tennis courting. 

Game?’ I call it a dead set— 

“Not ball but man is near the net. 

‘Really, girls are too obtuse!’ 

Thus she to Jack. He answered, ‘Deuce!’ 

Knowing Suzanne safely can’t age, 

I cried out, exulting, Vantage!’ ” 

—Extract from “ Dotsie Darling’s Diary.” 

=p! x )o( 

Mr. T Wish you’d try and keep your temper,” said old 
«Sty to his better-half. : 

Tetorteq 2 you’d try and get rid of yours!” his bitter-half 
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tenten nt have you any plans for the future, when your 
Vic © e€Xpires?” inquired a Welfare visitor of a con- 
¢ burglar. 
B post 6 * Sg sir; I've got the plans of two joolers and 
rice to start with.” 
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( THE FINAL OBJECTIVE. 
The 


NoTES” skirt has ousted the ‘waist.’’—FASHION 
Phylis, the mysteries of dress 
iis far beyond my comprehension, 
ough its costly scantiness 
Provokes your Corydon’'s attention. 
Therefore I am not raised 
. To ecstasy, or dazed 
ae Srief, when scribes assert 
bee have been “done in” by the abbreviated 
skirt. 


Wit 
Th 


For modes are never in the sere; 
Th After a brief but busy heyday 
ey droop, and duly disappear 
Like snowtlakes fluttering down orn May Day; 
And wise men hold their peace 
But pooncerning each caprice— 
Wo, hyllis, what a thrill 
°uld permeate your Corydon 
BILL! 


if you could oust the 


Aged. at 1 

Cc Waren ferchant — Hallo, laddie, where did you get your British 
o + 

Tig!’ Bloke—“ On tick, dear boy!” 

Antique, I should shay sho—prehistorique, wha-at 2” 


FANCY FASHIONS FOR FILM FAVOURITES. 


LAURIE LADDERLESS, 


featured in “Arms and the Mannequin.” 
(To be released immediately.) 


ol 


“GENTLEMEN! THE KING!” 


“IN good Li—ahem—King George's glor.ous days,” said 
the Eminent litteratenr, settling down into Dr. Johnson’s 
seat in the corner, “the first gentleman in Yurrup reigns, 
George Washingtonwise, in the hearts of his countrymen. 
King George needs no eulogy from us, gentlemen, a 
thorough sportsman—though sport takes second place in 
his thoughts to business—a crack shot. with a quick eye 
and steady hand, a good judge of a gee-gee and a good 
seat on it, he makes his racing stable pay exes—at all 
events, showing that he still has a keen eve to the main 
chance.” 


* * * * ® 


“Wake up, England!” the words which heralded the 
return from his Australian tour, in the years gone ty, 
before our dear little Pragger-Wazger collared the lime- 
light, echoed and re-echoed round the * erld. Every little 
colony or great dominion backed up ‘the King end 
Emperor in his strenuous shout,”’ continued the Moth-Eaten 
one. “ Every little colony- and every great dominion was 
as one in demanding that the day had come when 
Britannia, the Mother of Nations, should Shake herself 
Free from the Enervating Effects of too long a Course of 
Slothful Prosperity. Every little colony and every great 
dominion was firmly of opinien that, if the affairs of this 
mighty end glorious empire were taken out of the hands 
of the efiete and nerveless statesmen who attempt to 
administer it and put into the charge of say, a Little 
Colony or a Great Dominion, as the case might be—they 
mightn't care to mention the names---why, then, ‘Great 
Snakes! we'd show ’em how to run it Phe-e-ew!!’” 

* * x% * * 

“And old Dame Britannia.”’ the Mouldy Ruin mopped 
his brow at the thought and took another swig at his glass 
of ‘‘unsweetened.”” he continuec, “fat and scant of 
breath, pulled herself. together, and lifting her drooping 
eyes, poked up the British Lion, with the butt-end of her 
trident, turned over in her easy chair, ard. giving a 
couple of big yawns—dropped off again into a gentle 
snooze !’’ 

x * 7 % * 

“This, by the way. was in pre-war days. 
but that’s another story, 

* * 


Since then— 


* * * 


“But, as I was saving,” said A. Sloper, raising, in a 
somewhat shaky right hand, the remnants of a_ re- 
plenished tumbler, 

“THE KING! GOD BLESS HIM! 
and every inch a King! The inches aren’t many, it is 
true; but, such as they are, they are Kingly. With his 
bright blue eyes. fresh complexion. and once-golden, but 
now greying, beard, he is very fair to look upon. Getting 
a little bit thin on the top. too, between curselves. 

* * * ” * 


“But, when you come to think of it,” commented the 
Colossal Criticaster. ‘“‘“when the casual snap-shooter or 
‘Daily Mirror’-man is about with his camera—why-o-why, 
isn't there some kind friend around who can gently touch 
Kingie on the shoulder and tell him to hold his head u 
like a soldier and a man? ; 

* * 7” * 


“To say nothing of a King! 


TIT-FOR-TAT. 


(A London magistrate has decided that “it is not a legal 
offence to stare at a woman.’’) 
Dear ladies, don’t think if I scan 
Your various charms (and I might) 
That I ought to “do time” 
For so heinous a crime— 
It is Man’s immemorial right! 


If a cat—er—look at a man, 
And there isn’t much doubt about that, 
It seems only fair : 
That a fellow should stare 
(If he wants to, of course) at a CAT! 
Jo! 

Maid (at the boarding house): The landlady sends her 
compliments, and she would like to have some money, 
when convenient. 

Impecunious Guest: Right-o. 
get it! 


That’s just when she'll 


——_)o(——————_ 

“0-0, aye, zur. They du saay we’m putty Iong lived i” 
these paarts, Veyther, he doid at eighty-seven au’ gran’fer 
‘e doid at a hunnerd an’ foorty.” 

“A hundred and forty?” 

“Fes, zur; a hunnerd an’ foorty, Hoigh Street.” 


ee 


“What is water?” asked a child. 

His father answered, One part oxygen aid two parts 
hydregen. 

“Yes; but what is water?” 

SO ewe 

“J see by the school report that you are still at the 
bottom of the class.’ said Paterfamilias, very irate. 

“Well, what about it dad? What's it matter? They 
teach the same things at both ends.” 


Ot 


BALLADE OF FADS AND FANCIES. 


(Suggested by the fact that Mr, Lloyd George keeps a herd 
of goats on his estate at Churt.) 
Some connoisseurs collect cravats; 
Comedians hoard up repartees 
Which bored the proletariats 
About the reign of Rameses; 
The New Rich purchase pedigrees; 
The politician corrals votes; 
The weakness of the “crook” is keys. . > 
Mr. Lloyd George’s fad is goats! 


River Girls seem to “corner” gnatae; 
Lambs (“ unchilled”’) are all for leas; 
Perspiring, pawky plutocrats 
Persistently pursue bawbees; 
Gladstone was fond of felling trees- 
Bores keep stock of anecdotes 
(I fancy this is a disease!).,. 
Mr. Lioyd George’s fad is goats! 


“Our Mr. Churchill” thinks out hats 
To brave the battle and the breeze; 
Commoner clay keep dogs, and cats, 
Canaries, gold fish, stamps, sweet peas; 
Footballers ‘“ barrack” referees; 
The antiquarian delves in moats 
In search of new antiquities. .. 
Mr. Lioyd George's fad is goats! 


“~ 


Prince, tell us plainly. if you please, 
Just what this circumstance denotes, 
Reveal the veiled analogies, . . 
Mr. Lloyd George’s fad is GOATS: 


jo( 


THE EINSTEIN CURVE. 


Hostess—* Do you think women’s aims are as high as man’s ?” 
Perfect Ass—* Yes, rather, but—not so straight !” 


** What d’you want with those two hands?” enquired Old Dibble (of the George Wash- 


ington Fishing Club) of the most recently joined member, 


“Oh, I have to have them,” was the reply, “for I couldn’t show the length of that 


pike I nearly caught!” 


‘© Oh; ob, well, lend ’em to me half a minute,” said old Dibble. 


‘?S’funny. Find I want ’em, too, whenever I hear that story 


PRIZES! PRIZES !! 
HOW TO WIN 


Have you ever heard of that malady known as Compe- 
tomania? I hadn’t until Macdermott, who, as his name 
implies, is a Scotchman, contracted it. The disease is also 
known as Tryingtogetsomethingfornothingitis; but, though 
you may look up this name in all the dictionaries in exist- 
ence, you will not tind it. I made it myself, and am 
proud of it; it looks so really medical and unpronounce- 
able. 

One evening, about three months ago, I called at 
Macdermott’s in order to return a book which he had lent 
me, I walked up to his room and knocked on his door, 
but there was no answer. So, after knocking a second 
time, I turned the handle and walked in. (I always turn 
the handle of a door before I open it.) Huddled up in a 
chair pressed tight up against the table was Macdermott, 
teverishly muttering: 

“Stick soap shoe slipper cycle—no, dash it all, that’s 
wrong,” 

“Come, come, old man,” said I, “this’ll never do. Just 
you go up and get into bed while I ge round and fetch 
the doctor.” 


, 


“Don’t be such a blithering ass,” said he—(or words 


to that effect)—‘‘Can’t you see I'm working on a competi- 
tion? Why, man, this paper is absolutely giving away 
three hundred pounds. I’ve already decided that I’m 
going to buy a car with it; I went up and chose it this 
morning,” 

“Well, I’m pleased to hear of your good fortune, Mac,” 
said I; “‘but may I ask exactly why they are presenting 
you with this sum of money?” 

“Qh, they aren’t really presenting ms with it,” he 
repliej; “but vou see this picture? Al! you’ve got to do 


PRIZES !!! 
"EM—START 


“ Open! 


SLOPER 
SONGLETS 


By “THE BARD.” 
BIRDS. 
‘Tis the time of the year 
When the birds disappear, 
When the swallow and thrush 
Fly away with a rush, 
When we hie to the moor 
To shoot grouse by the score, 
When we think it rare fun 
To be out with the gun 
"Mong the turnips all day 
The poor partridge to slay, 
And deem it so pleasant 
To bring down a cock preasant 
As it rockets aloft 
From the wood by the croft, 
But it isn’t of these 
That I'd speak, if yoa please. 
* * * 


I won't mention the “bird” 
That is frequently heard 
When the gods are enraged 
With a piece badly staged, 
When that sibilant sound 
Goes cayorting around, 
And nought can assuage 
The fierce wrath of the stazge, 
When the manager tears 
His last remnant of hairs, 
And the sweet juvenile 
Lady tries hard to smile, 
And the chorus girls shriek 
When they think of next week, 
With a treasury hare 
And no money to spare. 

* * * 
I would speak of the bird 
That is feathered and furred, 
And a dream of delight 
By day or by night. 
She is kind, she is sweet 
When you meet im the street. 
She is daintily shod, 
And you'd kiss where she trod 
Were it not that you feel 
Such a fool when you kneel. 
Let it not be inferred 
That this beaatiful bird 
ls by any means shy, 
For the light in her eye 
Tells a different tale, 
So your hopes need not fail. 


hei 
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NOW. 


is to make a list of all the things in it beginning with ‘8,’ 
and the sender of the list containing the greatest number 
of names wins the prize. It’s so absolutely simple, and 
l’ve got such a lot of names that I simply can’t help get- 
ting it.” 

I pointed out to him that as it was so very easy, pro- 
bably several thousand more people were saying exactly 
the same as he wag. 

“ Perhaps they are saying it,” he answered; “ but, then, 
they don’t know whom they’ve got to compete against. 
When Colin Macdermott makes up his mind to do a thing 
he does it, and he has made up his mind to get this three 
hundred pounds, so that’s an end to the matter.’ 

“Of course you’ve got ‘Stitch,’’’ I remarked, taking a 
casual glance at the picture. 

“No, I’ve not,” he replied. 
that picture,” 

“Well, of course,” I added, “the people may have all 
their clothes pinned up; but J] should imagine that it 
would be extremely uncomfortable to say the least of it.’ 

“Yes, perhaps you're right,” he condescended to re- 
mark, and added ‘‘Stitch”’ to his list, - 

“Now, if you'll take my tip,” I advised him, “ you'll 
tackle the matter from a scientific point of view. Let me 
read out all the ‘S’s’ in the dictionary to you while you 
look at the picture and make a note of all the ones that 
tit in,” 

So we started. 

*“ Sabadilla.” 

“What's that?” 

“ According to the dictionary it’s some Mexican plant.” 

“Oh. well. I don’t think we'll put that in, though 


“There are no stitches in 


AN 


FE Now shut! 
Look here, what do you take me for—a concertina?” 


ALLY SLOPER’S AALF-FHOLIDAYT. 
WITH THE GEORGE WASHINGTON FISHING CLUB, 


IMPATIENT PATIENT. 


Yes. Open again—now shut!” 


SnLOPER’S TEN RULES OF LIFE, 

Rat what is good for you. 
Drink when you are thirsty and when you are na 
Take plenty of recreation. Don’t worry, 
Have a targe fortune to prevent worry. 
Don't be run over by a motor-car, 
Steer clear of botalism and boiler explosions. 
Do not attend any railway accidents os small 

epidemics. 
8 Don’t associate with gunmen or Bolshevists. 
9, Don’t take bichloride of mercury by mistake 

other wise. 
Don’t make faces at a policeman. 

Jot 
DEAD STYMIE, 

“That’s a dead stymie!” 
_ “Oh, is it? 1 thought there was a nasty swell sé 
where.’ 


ne 
a 


“1 Om Co 
ison! os tal 


| 
Telegraph Office: ‘‘ Won't Bs sign your name, sir? 
“How much more?” 
“A penny.’ 
“Oh, then don’t trouble; 
handwriting.” 


my brother will know 


. ————__)0(—____ 
“T can’t understand why all the dogs in South Af: 


are called ‘ yoet sak!”’’—(Anglici “get ou!t”)—‘“‘and, fun ! 
enough, whenever I call one it runs away.” - 
)O( 


“How are you getting on with your tailor?” ' 
“Oh, he’s all right. I've just written him to ¢ 
effect, ‘Dear Sir, enclosed please find £10, I’m damned 
can.’ ”’ 
———_)o(_——_— 
A “Bohemian” is a person who will 
dinner if you will lend him £1, 
ee 
DIETETICAL NOTE. 
Poincare is a vegetarian. Hugo Stinnes eats mé 
Lloyd George lives almost entirely on crises, 
The question is not what the country’s coming to, 
when jt’s coming to. 


take you 


——)o(—_——_- 
SPEAKING OF FISH. 
Scientist has discovered that fish really fall in 10 
Sure! Every poor fish does, 
ES 
POOR MARY. 
‘“Mamma, why do they wax people?” 
“They don’t; where did you ever get that idea?” 
“T heard Uncle tell Papa that at midnight the pa 
waxed Mary.”’ 


o(————— 
MISTAKE SOMEWHERE, 

Hubby: What does this mean? I opened a ban 
account for you last week, and now I learn that it 
overdrawn. 


Wifie: Impossible! T have half of the cheques still | 


there’s a plant of some sort down in the corner here, 
I’ve already put that down at ‘Sunflower, and we cal 
put it in as two different things.” 

* Sabbath.” ; 

“Well, we might as well put that down. For all 
know, it’s Sunday in this picture, and, in any case, if 
isn’t, they can but cross the word out and not count it.” 

“Come to that,’’ I pointed out, “ you might copy do 
all the nouns beginning with ‘S’ that you can find in 
dictionary, and leave the judges in the competition 
cross out those that aren’t right,” 

“That’s a good idea of yours,” he exclaimed, and ent 
tiastically started copying from the dictionary forthwit 

His enthusiasm was somewhat damped when, at t 
end of a week of busy evenings, with the whole of Sund 
thrown in as overtime, he had got no further than “S¢ 
However, he eventually had the list finished. 

“Vil just read through the rules before I send it im 
he remarked, 

“All efforts must be clearly written in black ink,” 
read out. 

“The editor cannot accept responsibility for efforts f 
or delayed in transmission. 

“Each effort must be accompanied by ‘four 
two twopenny stamps.” 

That did it! With a remark suitable te the oecasi 
he tore his list into fragments and threw it into the fi 
place. As I mentioned, he is a Scotchman. 

Nowadays, before entering for a competition, he alwa 
looks in the bottom left-hand corner of the coupon for tb 
ominous little square with the inscription— 

E “ Four penny or two twopenny stamps to be pint 
ere, 


penny 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


really ~ all the silly jays I ever heard of, Horry, you 
are about the worst. Fancy a fellow like you, all 
as comfy with a nice little wife to cuddle and kiss 
Search one hours, wasting good, solid, chunks of time 
even 4ing for what you couldn’t raise cash enough to buy, 
“a df you found it. 
Tealige 1 you rest contented with decent digs—don’t you 
Statut how bally lucky you’ve been to get ’em? (and at 
With ary rent, too), when: old Bob here has had to put up 
adj ‘ving at his wife’s mother’s place ever since that 
&ctival armistice?” 
Onsla Wu-u-t,” stammered the object of this verbal 
Untigeen® Pushing nervous fingers through an already 
a cu ¥ head of curly brown hair, and then stirring rapidly 
the D of coffee in that downstairs corner of the ‘‘ Lyons 
What pauented, “you wait, I—I—I know I really shall find 


“y ™m looking for one of these nights, and then——’ 
ou 


“You'l will,” cut in the fellow referred to as Bob; 


! find, my lad, trouble with a capital ‘T.’ It’ll fiop 
bene °ne in the back of the neck, Hiorace, ny iad, just 
at cae your think-tank whilst you're iooking for a palace 
you almer’s Green,’ and the next thing we shail know of 
«ill be the boys shouting, ‘’Orrible Murder!’ 
Tedareitl don’t let that worry you, old man. I know 
Once © ull be a sport and marry your missus for you, 
« Y°u’ve been properly killed, as it were.’ ' 
doy L-0-0-k here, you chaps!’ exclaimed Horace, guiping 
ston Coffee and finding it still a bit hot, “if you can't 
fun Totting, I’m going—I’m not sitting here to be made 


€ os E i 7 k I spotted a 
decent h You know quite well only last wee sp 


: Ouse at Highgate--ah! what's more went over it at § 


Sey ’ 3 
too clock at night. 
bs Yes * 
haye : 
al 
Wh yout 


It was almost what I was after, 


said the first speaker; ‘only it happened to 
‘ _a dozen rooms in it, and the price was some- 
bitgamee the region of fifteen hundred quid—quite a flea- 
«y €8e days of decreasing costs.” 
‘the ever Mind, Horry, you horrible old horror, I saw 
Zon S00ds’ in the paper this morning. If you hadn't 
© On 80 alarming when you came into the office first 
Over your landlady’s dirty urchin who--slams an 
€d piano with both hands and feet, I’d have told you 
i—~but here it is—listen:— 
Set Desirablo villa residence, seven rooms and bath, tn 
ct northern suburb, Long gardens, tack and front. 
to re-decorated. Price £503. Or would be let at 
Ap nable rent to approved applicant, Vacant possession, 
Pply X Y Z, Box 1541,’ 
ify . Now, Horry, my boy, what’s it worth to you 
ell you just where the blessed house is, eh?” 
Ho Y gracious! Do you really mean it?” exclaimed 
leg excitedly, gulping down more coffee and puffing 
Ustriously at the remains of a “Gold Flake.” “What 
°ut Bob? Doesn’t he want it?” ; 
Bob can’t run to northern suburbs, Horace—Tooting’s 


om his mark, as it is mine—but there you are, my boy; § 
On” ont say we never help you. How do you get there? 


The take a car from the Archway Tavern out as far as 
4 Winchester, and then—well let me explain by means of 

Map. Look here!” 

€n for a few minutes all was silence as Ted and Bob 


Made little marks on a piece of notepaper for the benefit 


- Horace, who went home that night in a very elated 
a » ave up his seat in a tramcar to a bibulous female | 


Marmcertain age who had been to the Caledonian Cattle 
he © saints in the calendar in a rich, fragrant breath; 
lite ne up by nearly squeezing the life out of his dainty 
boot Wife (once inside his diminutive kitchen) in his exu- 
tee which excess of affection on the part of her 
her ly Quiet hubby, made Phyllis glance at him out of 
&-corners, 

race explained—with much vim and great glee he 
inte;,.Ut© details, and for once his wife seemed rather 

Tested. 
Fact he had for some time past (the whole of the year, in 
ey ) been getting more and more fed-up with her spouse's 
ching excursions, which were taken sclus, after a hastily- 
; but this, she said, really sounded not 50 
she announced her intention of following him 
Wou] She had cleared away the dinner-things. Said she 
(th dn’t be more than half an hour. The idea, of course 
in © 28ent being shut) was to have a prowl around, peer 
t a failing light at this dream house, conjecture what 
W inside might be like from the general exterior. The 
© business to be completed on the morrow by a visit 

house agent in order, as Horace hoped, to clinch 
al, . + . * 
Wit half-past seven Horace dropped off that car at. The 
hatign ester and steered as per instructions for his desti- 
em And very nice it looked, too, he decided, even if it was 
ep Bty. A big bay window and a smalier one on the 

und floor, neatly half screened by laurels, three win- 

come o” the floor above, front door in a porch round the 
ve ‘Exeellent !” quoth the adventurer to himself. ‘Oh! 

» Very tres, tres bong! This is ‘IT’ at last.” 
© one about, he lifted the latch of the gate cautiously 
Went in on tip-toe like a dissipated Tom cat hunting 
‘ppers on a deserted kitchen table. 
fter a few circuitous movements on the neglected 
le, deciding no one would notice him in the failing 
marched boldly up to the deor and pushed at it 


and 
f 


lawn 
light, 


WAST HAPPENED TO 


ket (the day being Friday), and who blessed him by § 


8 


HORACE" 


cautiously—you never can tell, he thought. Perhaps it 
might be open—perhaps. 

He whistled softly with glee. It jolly well was—great, 
genial Johnny Walkers!—it jolly well was!! 

In he went, feeling in his pocket for ihe old electric 
torch he always carried, and tried the door on the left. 
Ah! the dining-room, tres bong again. Gee! there was 
even some sort of Lincrusta on the walls and electric light 
littings. 

He switched out his light again and repeated the 
manoeuvres in the drawing-room, also the kitchen. 

Everything on the ground floor was excellent, even the 
coal cellar met with his approval. 

Upstairs he went. Front bedrooms were O.K., back 
bedroom and bathroom ditto. Then something struck 
him—ah! he must go back again and look at the smaller 
of the front bedrooms again; thai, he decided, would make 
him a first-class study. He went in and let down the 
Venetian blinds just to throw his light all over the room 
without being seen from the roadway, and rapidly came 
to the conclusion that at last he had really clicked. How 
pleased his liftle wifie would be—what? 

- * * * * 

In the midst of his dreaming he heard her footsteps in 
the hall below, hesitating and uncertain. Switching 
off his light, he went out on to the landing and called 
out, ““Come up, darling; here I am!” ; 

In a few moments the girlish form was clasped in his 
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arms, or he was clasped in hers—shall we put it that way? 
and their lips met in a long, lingering, rapturous kiss in 
the dim, dark silence of that little room, 

“ Oh, Egbert!” she sighed. “At last! after all these 
long weary days. At last you have come back home to 
your own dear little popsy-wopsy, never to part again.” 

* * * *~ * 


Horace dropped the torch with a sickening bump. He 
tried to speak and couldn’t. Mistake!! Oh, Lor’! What 
had he dropped in for now? IT wasn’t Phyllis! IT was 


very s’nice, and it kissed A 1, and then some—but it wasn’t 
his wife, and “SHE” was due in a few minutes at the 
outside. Visions of horrible interviews with unbelieving 
relations (of his wife's, of course), ghastly visits from 
detectives and lawyers trying to pry into his past, and an 
awful cross-examination before a gentleman in scarlet and 
ermine with a cold, impassive face rose before him. Horace 
was mentally spiflicated. But, on the other hand, she was 
nice, awfully nice, and his mind simply wobbled in uncer- 
tain circles. 

“Darling, hubby,” cooed the sweet voice from somewhere 
near his throat, and a soft embrace grew tighter and 
closer in loving rapture, ‘Sweetie boysie, oh! how happy 
1 am once more to be with you in our old home.” 

“Old home!”—that caused it. Horace felt his senses 
going, and pulled himself together with a jerk; but, at 
the same time, couldn't refrain from returning another 
proferred salute. Who was she? What the Dickens? 
Who the—-? How the-—? Why the——-? What would 
those devils, Bob and Ted, say when they knew? 

“ Answer me, pet!” exelaimed the unseen beauty once 
again.. “Egbert, darling, speak once again to your own 
little wife,” 

“ Wife!”’—Horace shuddered. Did this mean bigamy, he 
wondered, dully. 

“Sweet one,” he murmured in a yoice he himself 
couldn’t recognise. “Fairest and best of all women——” 
Oh, Lor’! where was he drifting now, and she was so nice. 
Would Phyllis find the house or could he lose himself— 
“click”’ went the door behind them. Horace never heeded 
that. He was trying to think of a way out of it between 
the kisses she showered on his not “ quite” unwiliing lips, 

“Egbert, dear loye, ever since that awful war I have 
been quite, quite certain you would return to me, and only 
Just last week was I at last persuaded to dispose of our 
home and our house. But now Fate has been so merciful 
(here she hugged him most estactically, whilst his brain 
went round in circles, and he resolutely said inwardly, 
“Phyllis is my only joy!’) we will never part with it— 
(oh, won’t we?” thought Horace)—but stay here for ever 
and ever, till death us do part,” 

Poor old Horace, he was by this time in a really most 
pitiable condition. Well, put yourself in his place. In 
the dark, blinds down, in a strange empty house, a strange 
girl taking you for her husband, and your own missus 
(whom you really do love and honour) due any minute, 
How would you like it? Moreover, what would you do? 

Takes a bit of thinking out, doesn’t it? Horace wasn’t 
in a fit condition to think either. Few men are after a 
five-minutes brain storm—up against a_ situation they 
never dreamed of being likely to happen. Then Horace 
aimlessly tried the door handle and turned it as the unseen 
beauty (he was certain she was pretty) caressed him and 
hung round his neck. 


* * * * * 


That put the finishinz touch on all his troubles. The 
blamed thing wouldn’t open. ‘The lock had gone wrong. 
Cold drops of perspiration gathered on his brow. What, 
in the name of goodness, was he to do? 

“Sweetheart,” he murmured in a diplomatic whisper, 
“it is not fitting that we should remain in this dark, cold 
house. You will catch a chill. Let me open this door and 
we will go out,” 

“One kiss, Egbert, my loved one,” she cooed, “only 
one more sweet token of our love. Oh! how I love you, my 
own sweet husband. ‘Tell me you will ever be true to me 
alone,” 

“Oh—er—yes, dearest heart,” gasped Horace, between 
the kisses, striving to keep a cool head and rise to the 
occasion, but feeling himself slipping to some awful 
catastrophe, and with brains which were in a hopeless 
whirl, hearing a footfall in every murmur of the wind, 
every creak of the woodwork. “Tord!” he thought to 
himself, “when she meets the missus!—oh, gum! What 
shall I do?” * * * * w 

It was in the middle of this mingled misery and bliss 
that hurried steps sounded in the hall below, laughter 
(which chilled Horace’s remaining ha’porth of courage into 
dead mutton), and the sound of vyoices—Nemisis had 
arrived with battle, murder, and sudden death in his 
hands! Horace slammed the window with an exclamation 


of absolute terror, and jumped!!! 
* * 


* * * 


Bonk! he went right into those laurel bushes, which 
grew so thickly beneath him. Ah! but they weren’t ALL 
aurels, and, as Fate would have it, a large-sized, very fit 
holly bush with number one sized thorns on eyery leaf 
acted as a receptacle to poor Horace, who SAT into it 
heavily, quickly, and with a howl of anguish as the 
prickles penetrated his striped tweed reach-me-downs and 
reached the “seats of the mighty’ house-hunter. 

* * * * nn 

Above his head a blaze of light appeared in the 
window, and his wife looked out and down upon him, 
another” girl’s face (convulsed with unsympathetio 
langhter) alongside her own, whilst, to his astonishment 
and horror, both Ted and Bob were there also. 

“Ifow do you like my sister’s kisses, Horry?” laughed 

irrepressible Ted. “Some actress, isn’t she? I 
reckon she’ll make a hit in ‘The Man with the Lost 
Memory,’ don’t you? You remember me telling you about 
ier only last week, don’t you, old chap? By the way, this 
isa s’nice house, isn’t it, old bean?” 

Hlorace’s remarks in reply were entirely unprintable; 
hut when, after much genial banter, the little crowd of 
terrérs extriecated him from his uneasy couch, and taking 


the 


him gently by the arm, pointed to a bill (small and unob- 


trusive), which said “Let,” broke it gently to him that. 
his pdéor, gentle, little unsophisticated wifie had clicked 
the deal “two days before,” Hlorace was struck dumb. 

* we * * * 

Hours later, when all the others had departed, after a 
very posh supper, and Horace was drowsily slipping into 
the arms of Morpheus, via those of another, he murmured 
very, very sleepily, “‘Bu—J think—after all—she—didn't— 
kiss quite—as nicely—as you.” And the old moon. peeping 
in at the window, laughed contentedly at yet another 
romance that refused to die. 
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HOW TO WRITE A PHOTO PLAY. 


The amateur who fancies that an income he can earn 

By dashing off scenarios has quite a lot to learn. 

‘Tis not a bit of good to try the public taste to please 
Unless correctly he can deal with problems such as these:— 


Take two young men—both seek to win the same sweet maid 


as wife. 
John is a multi-millionaire and leads a useful life; 
Adolphus, sunk in seas of debt up to his very chin, 
Has never done a stroke of work--— 
Which weds the heroine? 


The scene, a house ten stories high; the villain strives to 
hurl 
From off the roof into the street the young and lovely 
“gurl”; 
They wrestle on the dizzy edge till he with madness filled, 
Leaps with his victim into space—— 
Which of the two is killed? 


Sweet Bess, enveloped in a sack, is hurled.into a stream; 
Her lover, miles away, perceives her peril in a dream, 
He quickly mounts his trusty steed and gallops to the spot 
(With ten more episodes to come)-— 

What chance has Bessie got? 


The Funny-man has come to call upon his lady fair, 
Is shown into the drawing-room and asked to take a chair; 
On one some knitting needles lie, iike quills of porcupine, 
The others hold but cushions soft—— 

In which does he recline? 


‘Tis not to be expected that beginners will succeed 

In solving all these problems, some are very hard indeed; 
A superficial glance at them is quite cnough to show 
How difficult it is to write a good scenario. 


———JO(——— ——— 
TEMPTING. 


Country Landlady—* Yes, zur, the village is very cuict and there 
ain't much to do, but there’s my husband, zur, ‘ell talk ta yer 
about Pig breedin for ‘ours an’ ‘ours, an’ ‘ours, zur!” 


THE HEAD WAITER 


AND MONSIEUR COUE. 


VERY sorry, sir, but tomato soup is not on the bill of 
fare to-day. But the ox... Beg pardon, sir? in that 
case bring any soup? You can make anything taste 
whatever you pleasc? Indeed, sir? Some new discovery, 
I presume, sir; flavouring tabloids, or something of that 
sort, perhaps, sir.... You don’t say so, sir! Simply the 
power of the mind? You surprise me! ... Auto-sugges- 
tron? Ah, yes; I’ve heard of that. Discovered by a 
French gent of the name of Cone, I believe, sir. Then 
you are a follower of his, I take it?... You are yourself 
Monsieur Coue? Dear me; you surprise me, sir! I took 
you for just an ordinary middle-aged beaver, elderly gent, 
1 should say. But you don’t mean to tel! me, sir, that 
if I put a bowl of mulligatawney before you, you 
can persuade yourself that it is tomato? ... You could? 
Wonderful! I can see myself having a good end 
saving a bit of money as well, if I had your power, sir. 
But, one moment, I will fetch your soup. 

* * * * * 

What soup is that? I leave that to you, sir. Call it 
what you like, sir. So jong as it is wet and warm, I take 
it you cap supply the rest out of your own mind I shall 
know what te call it when I come to make out the bill. 
Now I come to remember, sir, you're the French gent what 
upset some poor disabled ex-Service men at the Queen’s 
flall, or some such place, when you were in London some 
time ago. Giving them the Coue treatment, were you 
not, sir? And it didn’t work, so fai as [ can recollect. 
[It’s all coming back to me now, You told us that 
when we wasn’t up to the mark all we had to do was 
to repeat to ourselves, “ Every day and in every way I am 
better and better and better.”” Wasn’t that it, sir? ...1 
thought so. Well, a friend of mine tried it—and a very sad 
case it proved, I’m sorry to say. What would you like to 
follow the soup, sir? ...A grilled sole? Very good, sir. 
1 take it, any fried fish will do? 


time, 


sir. 
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What fish is it? Well, it will be sole on the bill, sir. 
.- I was taking the liberty of telling you about that poor 
friend of mine, sir. He was bowed-legged. I never see 
anybody so bow-legged before in my life, sir. He was so 
bow-legged that he had to have soles and heels fixed on the 
sides of his boots instead of underneath; and when he went 
cut the kids in the street used to play at running under- 
neath him, . 80 did the dogs. It cost him something 
terrible for his trousers—he had to have them cut on the 
cross, somehow, to get the curve, which ran into a lot of 
extra stuff. 
* * * * * 

Well, one day he met a friend who’d heard you lecture, 
sir, and said he could straighten his bow legs ii he liked. 
“All you've got to do,” he said, “is to say to yourself, 
fifty times, every night when you go to bed, ‘Every day 
and in every way my legs are getting straighter,’ and you'll 
find them gradually unbend.” Naturally, my poor friend 
jumped at the idea; but he was so excited that night that 
he lost count and repeated the formula about a hundred 
and fifty times instead of fifty. ... 

* * * * * 

When he woke up in the morning he wae so knock- 
kneed that he had to wear his right boot on his left foot, 
and vice versa, and had to have hjs trousers cut down the 
crutch and reversed somehow, so that the legs bent in 
instead of out. You couldn’t mistake him if you met hjm, 
sir. He wears a couple of knee-caps to prevent his knees 
from chafing where they knock together. The kids in his 
street weren't half upset when they saw the change in him, 
But they soon invented a new game.... 

* * * * * 

That being one of the results of auto-suggestion, or 
Coueism, I’m not taking any myseif, thank you, sir. 
Why, only the other day a gent what was preparing to 
hang himself comfortably died suddenly, before he had 
time to do himself in! Auto-8uggestion, the doctor said it 


was. That shows the danger of it, . 
Who its that, sir? That’s Mr. Ally Slopcr, sir—the 
Eminent. One of our regular customers, sir... .I1 believe 


I know what’s in your mind, sir, You’re thinking he 
might cure his nose with auto-suggestion. But, knowing 
him as I do, sir, I don’t think you ought to suygest it. ... 
The-bill? .. Yessir, .ws 


YOICKS! 


TALLY O! 


The Knifty Nimrob’s drag hunt over the Wandle hill side off 
on Wednesday was a huge success. Snatcher, the Eminent's best 
bow-wow picked up the scent in top-hole style and poor Pussifoot 
hadn’} an earthly. 


—. 
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HOW I LOST MY THERMOGENE, 


I've had a shocking cold of late— 
I fear it is the ‘fin! 
It’s got me into such a state 
I don’t know what to do! 
I cough by night and sneeze by day, 
And sniff those times between; 
And now I find, to my dismay, 
I’ve lost my Thermogene! 
I had a bit upon my chest— 
It slipped, I‘don’t know where; 
I had a bit upon my back— 
And now it isn’t there! 


It’s thrown me into such a state 
As I have never been, 

To find that I have gone and lost 
My bits of Thermogene! 


I took the wife the other night 
A picture show to see, 
Because she wouldn't stay at home 
While I went on the spree. 
I coughed and sneezed like anything, 
Till someone caused a scene 
By shouting: “Shut up, mister, 
We carn’t ‘ear wot's on the screen 
I turned to give a sharp retort, 
When fear my bosom gripped, 
For I suddenly discovered that 
My Thermogene had slipped! 


My firm makes fent and trimming, 
And my business hours are fixed, 

I am awfully keen on swimming, 
And I like my bathing mixed, 

When I told the wife, last week-end, 
That to Glasgow I had been, 

And I wondered once if she kenned 
That at Brighton I'd been seen. 


By the sea, sea, sea 
There was me, me, me 
And a maiden fair and frisky, 
In a costume rather risky, 
Seated on the beach at Brighton, 
On the steps of my machine 
Which I'd picked, picked picked 
Next the girl's with whom I'd clicked, 
Tike a mermaid and a triton, 
If you gather what I mean, 
When the raging, surging sea 
Rose and washed off her and me, 
So ’twas in the sea at Brighton 
That—I—lost—my—Thermogene, 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


HELLO! HELLO !.-.’ULL--O!!! 


YES 
Mg j 


, Lardi, yes; it is I! Who else should it be speak- 

1 this cultured and well-modulated voice? 

N : * = * a * 

Not tate not hoarse—I’ve not got a cold—my mouth is 

*nythi of chocs—I've not got false teeth! If you notice 

disgy; Ng different it’s because I get so into thc habit of 

1 ce my voice when the ‘phone rings so that I can 

Out. ~?Ple I am my own maid, and that Miss Sloper is 
= at her return is uncertain; and that she may have 
abroad for months. 

* * 


find it a jolly safe plan to do this when there are 


* - * 


I 
lots 


knowee boys and lots of girls about, because one never 
than ee it may make matters much easier to be out 
A w oa * * * 
Nd what did I do yesterday? 


* 


fact °ll, yesterday made me realise more than ever. two 
that Which I have always known all my life—those being 
Cany €re are a couple of thirgs of which a woman 
ave too much. 
dD; * % 
Cueesin” know what they are? 
they When any minute. we may be cut off!) 
@re Food and Love! 

Ww * * * * * 

and we ant have too much food—if it’s what we like!— 
they’ Can’t have too many boys making love to us, if 

re the hoys we like! 


= * * * 


* ~ 


* 


(No, no; not any time for 
Well, 


*bout 


S’now I'll tell you 
* * 


yesterday. 
* * * 

Huge tea at the Carlton (toast, sandwiches, cakes, 
cream buns, pastries) with the Dook, who said that yet 
once again he had come to the conclusion that I was 
the only girl who would really make a perfect Doochess, 
However, when I seemed as though possibly I might agree 
with him, he didn’t press the point. 

* * * * * 

Then at 6.30 1 met Bob for early dinner (early because 
we had seats for “ Phi-Phi,’’ and wanted a long chin-chin 
over our grub), and we went to a dear little very-much- 
ltalian restaurant in Soho. 

* * * * * 

(You know Gennaro’s, don’t you? More like a real 
bit of Italy than anything in London, with the dear cheery 
proprietor paying kindly comps. to all the ftuffs and 
giving them all a rose and a bunch of violets, yet, some- 
how, making each girl feel that she is the only one! 
Very, very twee is Gennaro’s!) 

* * * 

Hors d’oeuvres (wonderful 
a la Gennaro (so melting!), friltala (succulent omlet, all 
bits of liver and things!), braised veal (oh, ask me!), 
casscide chicken (oh, chase me!), Gennaro fruit tart and 
cream, spaghetti with cheese (oh, joy!), coffee— 

* * * * * 

Well, just as we had reached the soothing coffee stage 
—and Bob was holding me hand and asking me to fix the 
day—in rushed Roddy Rill (you know, that nice pal of 
Bob’s, who is sharing his chambers just at the moment’), 
who said: 


~ * 


Italian fish soup), sole 


* * * * 


“Bob, old man, that chap Aaron-Levysol has come 
round for you and says that if the biz. is to go through 
he must see you at once. So I suggest you go round to 
him and I'll take Tootsie out. Always willing to oblige!” 

* * * * * 

So off went poor Bob, after which Roddy told me he 
hadn’t dined, so we must taxi to the Cri. for him to get 
a sort of a scramble meal before we went into the Lon. 
Pav. 


rd 


* * 


We taxi-ed to Pie. Cire., and somehow when we got 
inside the Cri, I seemed to agree with Roddy when he 
argued that ‘“there’s no real nourishment in these Italian 
messes, and one always wants a good feed on the top of 
them.” 


* * * 


& * * 


Therefore I was persuaded tc have a “ good feed ’’— 
which consisted of oysters, clear soup, grilled turbot, lamb 
cutlets and petits pois, asparagus, roast duck, ice pudding, 


cheese souffle, and coffee. 
* * 


*% 


* * 


I really didn’t feelvat all hungry when we had finished, 
also I realised that I was quite a seduetive queen of 
beauty—because between every course Roddy had pressed 
and patted; and teld me how he had envied Bob, and that 
he never slept. without dreaming. of me, etc., ete., etc.— 
se nice, my dear—oh, s’nice! 

* * 


* 


*% 

Then we went over to the Pav. and yelled at Stanley 
Lupino as a 400 B.C. Messenger Boy, sereamed at Jay 
Laurier as a Poet, bellowed at Walter Williams as a 


* * 
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He pravosed we should vo and have arather Diner at the “Cri” 
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AT THE PAV. 


Captain in the Pericles Horse Guards, and guffawed at 
Clifton Webb as a Sculptor. 


* * * * * 


Evelyn Laye, Vera Freeman, and Alice O’Day have got 
spiffiing parts as the deceived wives of the aforementioned 
gents, and June (goodness! hasn’t that child grown into 
a lovely flower of a girl!) is divine as a model of Inno- 
cence, who causes all the love and all the troub.! 

& * * * w 

Trini danced awfuily well, but it always annoys me~te 
see her billed as “the loveliest girl in the world” when 
—er—because—er—er—well,. Roddy said that when he 
looked at me he felt like bringing an action for libel! ~ 

* + * ba * 


The second act laid at “The Olympian Baths” is very 
gay and rather rather-ish—im fact. the whole is so merry 
and daring that when it was over I found myself in a 
ditto ditto mood. 


* * * * * 
What did I do then? 
* * * * * 


Well, then Roddy took me in a taxi (yes, if you want 
to know, he did—and I left powder on his coat lapel!), 
and I soon found myself at Ciro’s, where i allowed myself 
to be persuaded to eat a light» supper consisting of iced 
melon, lobster salad, quails, sweetbreads, cutl——Exchange! 
Exchange! Oh! you’ve cut me off, and I hadn't got half- 
way through the meal! 

* * * 


Oh, what a pity! 
* * * 


on with the menu s’nother time! 
oe * * * 
P’raps, too, it’s a good thing my friend didn’t hear the 
rest! She’s rather young—at least, she tries to seem so! 
*% * 


Ha! ha! ha! 


* * 


Never mind, I'll go 
wn 


)o( 
RAGS AND BONES OF WIT, 
Some men make fools of themselves, some make fools 
of others; but a pretty girl makes fools of ’em all. 
When a girl says of a man that he has “ awfully good 
taste,” you may bet your boots he has told her how 
pretty she is. 


A man is known by the companies hs promotes. 


‘Art is long,” says the old saying ,but artists are short 
—of cash. 

To the flapper ‘‘ beauty is” not so much “skin deep” 
as the depth of the complexion powder. 


“Well, how did you get on at the office? D’you think 
they had confidence in your ability?” Pe, 

“Confidence? Rather! Why, ihe first thing they gave 
me to do was. to check the Ready-Reckoner!” 3 


Visitor: This bill is most exorbitant! D’you think I’ve 
lived fifteen years in hoarding-houses for nothing? 

Landlady: Well, marm, from what I’ve seen of you, I 
should think it’s not at all unlikely. 


Lady Golf Enthusiast: I’m quite in love with my new 
driver! 
Her 
@nite <*> 2: 


Friend: What! he—er— 


” ‘ 


your chauffeur? But is 


——— —}o/—— —— 


PRETTY DEAR, 
You urge me to marry, and say ‘twould be best 
And tell me I need have no fear; 
And ask if I should not prefer to be bless’d 
By wedding some sweet pretty dear? 


With regard to the sweetness, that all depends; 
I’ve seen some that looked very sour; 

And woe to the husband that such one offends, 
No doubt she can prate by. the hour. 


But I must confess I believe you are right, 
Your latter expression’s quite clear; 

With dresses and fal-lals, to make her look bright, 
Neo donbt she would be pretty dear 
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ELECTION AND SELECTION. 


—and talk it over. Now the only place to 
get a decent meal in this benighted Country 
is Appendockensteins or Romaniotti’s, there 
is'nt a blessed Englishman in London who 
can cook a decent dinner.”’ 


*€ Now, look here, what T say is this, there 
are too many blessed foreigners here taking 
the bread out of the mouths of Englishmen, 
this new government must make a grand 
effort to get rid of them. Come along with 
me, my lad, and we get something to eat— 


QUO VADIS. 


A POOR PUPIL. 


** Say, old fruit, Weggies a wash out! What-I-mean-to-say, 
I've put him up to ali I know and he still carries on like 
a bally idiot!” 


“Bernie's a beggar for burning the midnight oil. His gov'nor’s awf'ly fed up with hin:.” 


HALF-HOLIDAY. 


CHEAP FRUIT. 


| Sonuny—*Say daddy, gimme an 


‘ap’ny I want to buy a banana 
_ from that man outside.” 
Old Skinflint —“ Goan’ make faces 
at him, my boy, p’raps he'll 
throw one at you!” 


Flapper—" Say, Dad, why don't you put the ball where you're going to hit ?” 


A FLY-BY-NIGHT. 


“I should have thought he’d have been pleased. 


“Not a bit of it. 


ays he will have the car in by eleven at latest!” 


“Why don't you go ‘ome an’ get yer tea ?” , 
“'Cos we've got comp’ny and there aren't 
enough cups.” 


AT SLOCUM 


ae 


-CUM-PODGER,. 


Be See Se 
Smart Sergeant (on the track of burglar)—‘* Now aré 
we hall ’ere? Well, abart the arranging of yer. Yo# 
Smithson, you go and stition yerself dahn by the hold 
happle tree wiv the black streak in hit when it w 
struck by lightning lawst year, and wiv the two ’ear 
and a harrer drored on the trunk. Yor Roberts, yo! 
creep hin by the back door, and take the narrer turning 
wot leads to the little winder at the back of the pant 
wiv ‘‘Sarah” scratched on hit by the milkman wot 
mashin’ the cook, and 7, /—who's that sneaking of 
round the corner? Oh, that’s the burglar with the swag 
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AVALANCHE | 
DMIRABLE 
SENTIMENTS 
BUT— 


SRave or 
Josien Sireae! — 


WHERE Do WF 
COME IN ¢* 


) 


\ 


" Liverpudlian lordiiness - + Peace « 


OUR WEEBLY WHIRLIGIG. 


ream, iament opened the Monday that’s past, Let’s hope that it’s a better one than the last. “The Brit is so bossy,’’ declares Bishop Furze, That 
J Y the soft spoken Hun he.prefers. In the ardour and heat of political fire, Lord Derby he tells Birkenhead he’s a liar! A Fool there was and he had 
Moar: even as you and I, And they searched his pockets Sor every groat, even as you and I. For though Bonar be sad and Georgie gay, There's this 
Pie. politics played to-day, That which ever side wins we've got to Pay, That is both you and 1. They meet to indulge in an evening's revel, The Duke 
Rs a and the printer s devil. The Sultan is sacked, and with face forlorn, Is kicked from Stamboul to the Golden Horn. A moment’s silence, all, lest 
. orget, The glorious dead, our pride and sad regret !—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


SLOPER'S FAVOURITE FLAPPERS, 


PARIS FASHIONS. BORROWED PLUMES. 


~~ 8 
ck 
g 


TN sl 
a 


‘ss “You've got my glasses on again!” 
: ; “Well, what of it?” 


= Oty $s, oe 
BM. 


“I can’t see in ‘em after you've been using "em—you strain 
the sight!” 


- 


i 


“ 
« Usay, Gertie, yer ‘ats fallin’ over yer fice!” 
hurrup, silly, why its the latest style in Lidies ‘ats !” 


Fe x 
he, 


he on) 


= “y 


41, 
. i When will you learn that razors are not made to aN - * 
Me arben pencils, oe - FLOSSIE FRILLINGTON, How aften have I tellt ve, laddie, not to flee yei wee'sid 
. h, just as soon as you learn that hair pins weren't keetes on the Sawbath ? 

Made to clean pipes !” From Fairy Land. **Wha's keete’s weekid ?_ I med it oot o' Sunday pzepers.” 
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“AS 1. 
WAS 
SAYING”: 


HERE we are again, for the 
third time of asking! And very 
> much relieved in mind, now that our 
printing difficulties have been over- 
come. There now remains no reason 
why your ’umble should not renew 
his friendship with all the Old 
Sloperians throughout Great Britain 
—not to mention Erin—and make 
Young Sloperians of the rest of the 
population of the British Isles. The 
news that we are again in harness has even reached the 
Continent; for the’ Dook. Snook—who was in Paris the 
other day on some Turkish (cigarette) business—telle me 
that the President was heard to remark that the troubles 
in the Near East would soon be overcome if France stuck 
to her Allies, especially to Ally Sloper. 

* * * * * 


I FANCY you will agree with me that the most strik- 
ing feature of the General Election we have just survived 
was the slanging match between the leading politicians 
that preceded it. Undignified business of that sort is 
usually confined to the lesser lights in the political firma- 
ment and candidates for borough councils. But now that 
it is all over, let us hope that we shall have a little peace, 
and with it a little prosperity. That, I am sure, is the 
aope of all, from King to scullion. 


* * * * * 


AS I was saying—when you interrupted me—His 
Gracious Majesty King George the Fifth, F-0.S., has started 
the Westminster Gas House going again, after the interval 
caused by the Conservatives’ sectional strike against the 
‘oalition; and it is to be hoped that a better quality 
luminant will be manufac- 
tured there in future, for the 
comfort and enlightenment of 
his Majesty's faithful lieges, 
of whom I, Ally Sloper, some- 
times—and without flattery, 1 
trust—called the Eminent, 
am not the most lightly 
esteemed. At the same time, 
I would suggest that a little 
poison gas might be  pro- 
duced for the ~-purpose of 
destroying certain obnoxious 
parties whose continued ex- 
istence is a constant annoy- 
ance to the commnmnity- at 
large. Take DORA, for ex- 
ample, that lugubrious legacy 
from the:war. By this time, 
she, and all her- permicketty 
progeny, should have been 
consigned to destruction. It 
is she who still stands. be- 
tween us and the liberties we 
enjoyed in the palmy days 
of peace. And unless the 
Vestminster Gas House turns out at once something strong 
enough to give her her quietus, it will not be worth the 
disturbance of the election, and its cost to the country. 
We are old enough for freedom; and I am sure King 
George—God bless him!—desires we should have it. 

* = * * % 


IN future I shall never smoke my Sunday cigar, Flor 
de Sulphur—irreverently termed by the young denizens of 
the Sloperies ‘“‘ Pa’s bit of tarred rope’’—without thinking 
of the love romance of young Dick Checkley. the handsome 
tobacco-shop assistant, belonging to what is called the 
lower middle class, who recently married the Hon. 
Alexandra Louvima Knollys, only daughter of Viscount 
Knollys, of Caversham. This modern, reversed, and true 
version of the story of King Cophetua end the Beggar 
Maid, must appeal to the romantic side of everybody's 


nature. Mrs. Sloper wept for hours after she had read 
about it. It is a long time since I saw her enjoy herself 
so much, 


* * & * * 


THERE are few things prettier than a dainty damsel 
riding pillion on the back of her bev’s motor-bike; but, 
alack, there are few modes of progress mere perilous. I 
love to see it, but at the same time I tremble Yes, even I— 
called the Ruin by some who might have more respect for 
my three grey hairs— 
without a shudder the 
am not so moss-grown 
as to contemplate 
possibility of those 
lovely limbs being in 
some horrid smash; 
that fair and smiling 
face disfigured for life; 
or that joyous bud of 
womanhood, made for 
laughter, love, and ba- 
bies, hurled to sudden 


death. Boys, don’t 
expose your sweet- 
hearts to such 
risks, They are too 
precious. The dear 
girls have pluck 


enough for anything 
—bless their hearts!— 
and simply revel in 
high speed and a pre- 
carious perch, not to 
speak of affording 
plodding pedestrians a 


lightening glimpse of a shapely, silk-clad calf. But their 
daring must be restraimed. Never will I allow Mis. Sloper 
to expose herself to the peril of pillion-riding. Besides, I 


don’t believe there’s a motor-bike built strong enough as 
yet. 
*% * * cm * 
Lady of Uncertain Age (diseussing dinner party): No, 
" gannot say it was very complimentary; they gave me to 
an archaeologist to take down. 


ALLY 


SLOPER’S 
AWARD OF MERIT 


has this day been conferred on 


CAPTAIN BRUCE BAIRNSFATHER 


chiefly because he created Old Bill, 


“Wotto, dad,” interpolated the Junior 
Member, “now that you and Ole Bill are both 
M.P.’s, I beg to move that you go for the Bill, 
the ’ole Bill and nothing bvt, the Bill!” 


But the division bell rang and the Prime 
Funister was counted out, 


THE RETURN OF ALLY’S COMIC. 


Comets and Comics have been alternately regarded with 
terror and with welcome in the popular mind. The appear- 
ance of Halley’s Comet in 1456, just as the Turks had become 
masters of Constantinople was regarded by Christendom with 
superstitious dread ; whereas the re-appearance of Ally’s Comic 


‘In 1922, just as the Turks are again likely to become masters of 


Constantinople, is welcomed on all hands as being calculated 
not only to brighten London, but to gladden up the whole 
globe, for, in the old days, Sloper was as well known in 
A2stralia as in Hammersmith, and as popular in Pretoria as in 
Peckham Rye. 
ee, ee 
GROWLS OF A GROUSER, 

I used to take a drink once in a while, but now I take 
them less frequently than that and am a fairly good insur- 
ance risk, 

I believe that the “voice with the smile” may win. 
But it gets very tiresome if you have to hear it all the 
time. 

I hope they do not build the kinemas any larger. I 
can’t see the pictures now from where I can afford to sit. 

I don’t care how much jazz orchestra music they have 
in restaurants because I eat at home, 

A man who buys a second-hand motor tire is one of the 
world’s greatest optimists. 

I don’t believe the cost of living will come down in this 
world until everybody in it goes to work. 

I dont’ believe the cowards and calamity howlers ever 
saved this nation in any crisis. 

I don’t see how the Queen of Sheba ever became such a 
celebrated beauty without having been on the film. 

—— )o(————_—— 
TACTICS. 

“No woman ever takes auother woman’s advice about 
frocks.” 

“ Naturally. 
the war,” 


You don’t ask the enemy how to win 


of 


DO you know, although Sir Almeric Fitzroy has won 
his appeal and vindicated his honour, it will be a long 
time before I pluck up Courage enongh to stroll 
through Hyde Park “in the 
dusk of twilight,” for fear 
I might become an object of 
suspicion to some sleuth of 
the law. ‘ 

* * * * 

_ ALL who are familiar 
with my features will agree 
that my appearance belongs 
to the arresting variety. I 
am told there is a brightness 
about my expression calcu- 
lated to dissipate even the 
gloom of a November fog at 
its pea-soupiest—that the 
f—=—X light of my countenance is 
sey strong enough to read the 
Se racing results by in a movie 
=show at its darkest. Still, 


tric torch when they run out 
of a)lumettes at the Sloveries. 


1 am getting a little tired of / 


SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


CHATS 
AT “THE 
CHEESE.” 


No. 3. 


“SIR,” remarked the Eminent litterateur, placing & 
weather-beaten stetson and “brolly’’ on the beer-stained 
board from which his literary forefather, Dr. Jobnson, 
had flicked the crumbs after some soul-satisfying repast, 
“Jet us now praise famous men.” 

“Why, certainly, sir,” I assented. ‘You mean, f’rin- 
stance, the originator of the character of ‘Sloper,’ Charles 
H. Ross?’ 

“Leave my character ajone, young sir. I am quité 
able to take care of that myself!” expostulated the Bosky 
Bard, as he held his tambler up to the light, and in @ 
silvery, shaky tenor, to a Gus Elenic motif, slowly 
chanted : 

You may share a double whisky, 
You may share your Sunday hat, 
You may share, if fast and frisky, 
A little summer houseboat or a flat, 
Or your bike, if you like, with a fellow on the strike, 
You may share it if your character is known, 
In despair, there’s a pair, say, of trousers you might 
share, 
But—your character’s your own! 

“But, speaking of Ross—lonmg before you were born of 
thought of—there was a young, good-looking, pleasant 
clerk at the Admiralty, son of a well-known Chief of 
“The Times” Parliamentary staff at the House of 
Commons, and the youngster, like many another Govern: 
ment clerk of his day—and ours—in the intervals 
of sucking the tip of his pen and watching the girls from 
the window, had a habit of sketching little comical figures 
on his blotting pad, usually ending in an eccentricity 
based on Robert Macaire—these were the days of Daumier 
and Gavarni—with a delapidated top hat, swallow- 
tailed coat, tight pantaloons, baggy at the knees and over 
the jnstep where—as was the fashion in the days of Dickens 
—they were strapped under a pair of worn-out, down-at- 
heel boots. To pile on the agony, the conventional stock- 
in-trade of the comic artiste, on the stage or on paper, 
were added—a bald head, bulgy umbrella, and gin bottle. ~ 

“One fine day, in making an extra-thick line under the — 
nose, a blob of red ink spread and added a Cyrano de 
Bergerac touch to the devil macaireiosity of the funny 
little figure, and lo, A. Sloper’s world-renowued personality 
was created—out of a biot of ink!” 

_“Ts that true?’ I asked anxiously, ’ 

“Well, that’s Ross’s story,” replied the Oné and Only, 
“but, naturally, to me the explanation ‘supsurd!” and 
the Mouldy Ruin sank back in the seat of the scornful and 
stared at the ceiling till his glass was replenished, 

“Then Ross used to say,” he continued, “ I think it 
was about 1860 I wrote a book of Sloper’s adventures for 
Messrs. Ward and Lock, calling him “The Great Gun,” and 
before this introduced the character into a romance I wrote 
called “Dead Acres!” Finally, on August 14th, 1867, Ally 
Sloper and Ikey Mo appeared in the Pages of “July.”’” 

‘“‘What about his wife?” I inquired. ‘“ Hadn’t she some 
thing to do with it?” 

“Mrs, Ross, or, as she called herself, ‘Marie Duval,’” 
quoth the Rover in Reminissentials, “‘was born in Paris of 
French parents, her majden name was Isabelle Emilie de 
Tessier. She used to draw caricatures for three or four 
journals, English, French, and German, and illustrated 
books, too, under different pseudonyms. She helped her 
husband in the wonderfuily comical, though to modern 
eyes somewhat crude, sketches of ‘Ally’s Adventures,’ 
which, after appearing at intervals, eventually became an 
almost weekly and almost popular feature of the Conserv: 
ative Comic, “Judy,” and that’s where I come in,” mean- 
dered the Friend of Man, “ I-——” 

“Time, gents, please,’ broke in an ‘interfering grey 
parrot, pulling itself up by its beak and claws to the top 
of its cage. ‘‘ Closing time; Polly wanta a bit.” 

“See you later,” said the Eminent, pulling on an 
antique pair of well-aerated gloves and slinging a frayed 
muffler round his throat. iy 


“So long! 
(To be continued.) 
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TESTIED, 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


LORD BOB’S WEEKLY 
INDISCRETION. 


Ohrige ont know, chappies, whether you dislike buying 
know — presents as much as 1 do, but if you do you'll 
cheer ow I felt when I trotted out last Tuesday to get 
Y 8easonable gifts for a few pals and relations, 
Wasn't so much the money that worried me, because, 
the possessor of a title (and very little else), I’vé 
F ed to get credit at quite a lot of places where 1 am 
Yery well known yet. Do you follow? 


being 


aMNae 
Not ~ 


trai.” it wasn’t the filthy lucre, but the awful mental 
belies, Of picking out suitable gifts. And that is a job, 
ve 


you me. 

Spent the whole morning and the best part of the 
noon on the job, and when I had finished I felt as if 
€en having a conple of rounds with Joe Beckett. 


after 


haq Ut it was done at last. The particular present that 
Uneie won me the biggest brain-twister was the one for 
da € Boffin. You see, Nunkey Boffin is a rigid T.T. nowa- 


Ys, and has a perfect horror of money being wasted 
haa to thing of the fal-lal description, All the same, x 
tons © give Nunkey Boffin a lot of thought because he’s got 
ayy oof, and some day I hope a bit will fly over to me, 
Ope—but I should have said hoped. However 
Managed to soive the problem at last by buying the 


de 

tes old boy a new patent hot-water bottle. I remem- 

of _ (a flash of genius) that he was always complaining 
Old feet in bed. <A great idea, wasn’t it? 


Ps fact, I was so tickled with the notion, chappies, that 
in Solved to call on Uncle Boffin and give him the present 


1 Vance, so to speak. I called and found the dear old 
Gout)” home. He wasn’t in a very good temper (a bit of 


and { but when I told him that I couldn’t wait till Xmas, 
hat I felt I must let him have my little gift now, 
Unfroze and became almost human 
= hope it’s nothing frivolous,” he gurgled, 
Co t’s something you've been wanting, dear Uncle,’ I 
> as I handed him the package to open himself. 


an He yanked off the cardboard box, peeled off the paper, 

Mareen uttered a yell that you couid have heard a 
«et of a mile away. 

reset impudent dog!” he bellowed. “ You—you—— 
“h-hiry’ 

a pand he thrust into my startled, bewildered countenance 
ttle of So-and-So’s Special Scotch. 

up . Was then, dear chappies, that I realised I had mixed 


Or € parcels and given Nunkey the package intended 
but red old pal, Colonel Ruddynoze. I tried to explain, 
Dosit; ore I could get out a couple of words Unele Boffin 
of « ‘ely booted me out of the place and threw the bottle 
Colo Special” after me. And now it’s no good to the 
~~ “*nel or anybody else. 

80m, nd I'm horribly afraid, chappies, that my chances of 
tee) of Uncle Botiin’s money are 509 to 1 and no takers. I 
bit 80 annoyed that if anyone wishes me a Merry Xmas a 
blow er I shall push his face in and give him a nasty 


rq ©n his midriff. I feel really roused, chappies, and 
be rude to Dempsey for two pins—over the telephone. 


Jo 
ing And what do you boatmen do in the winter?” 
“Mired a visitor to Slowbeach-on-the-Sea. 

. Well, ‘um. we watch the toide a comin’ in, mum.” 
es, and after that?” 

hoy, then we watch the toide gawn out agen, mum.” 


tent Yes, mum, and after that we gets behind with the 


And what was that owing to?” 
he landlord, mum,” 


i 
LANDED. 


; + YO. mean to tell mea rich old maid like ‘er went an’ married 
"Yug tearalia’ young man ?” P. 
- He struggled hard enough, but he couldn't get away.” 


bY 
Whey 


4 Y 
45,2 


Dear Diarv—I were telling you about the letters I found 
at Ally’s Office, all of no account. 

But there were one letter what contracted my atten- 
tion. It were from a gent, and it said as seeing ‘ow Ally 
knowed so many pretty gals, would ’e send one along to 
im what were one of the boys, with an ’eart as big as 
st. Paul’s 

Ho! thinks I, why not? I says to meself. Why let the 
poor boy be lonely, when I ’ave a loving ‘eart. Suppose 
‘e takes me out to dinner, I thinks. There’s no ’arm in 
that, and if Ally finds it out, ’e’J]! begin to think me value. 

I were to see ’im standing outside the Pickerdilly Tube 
at 8 o'clock, and ’e would ‘ave a white rose in ’is button 
‘ole, and a extinguished appearance. 

When Ally come back I slipped the letter in my granny 
bag, and me ‘eart jumped like a pongo. 

Dear Diary, Iam going to meet that boy, so as to learn 
what to tell my gal as she didn’t ought to do, A person 
what's got to teach another ’as got to learn ’erself fust. 

Dear Diary, I am too good for Ally as soon as ‘ell find 
out. And thoagh the dear boy as is dreaming of me will 


love me to detraction, and though I shall love ’im like a 
sister, we will only ‘old one another’s ’ands and say good- 
bye, knowing as the fates is against us. Our tears will 
mingle, and our ’earts will break, because we can never 
come together, with ‘bus fares the price they are. Be 
still, little fluttering ‘eart, to-morrow evening will soon be 
‘ere. Dear boy, I feel as I love you already—what reminds 
me as it’s Irish stew day to-morrow, and I shall ’ave to 
get ‘old o’ some o’ Ally’s cloves. 

Nov. 15,.—I open thee, dear Diary, to write down the 
secret of the week. 

Lots of things ‘ave ‘’appened. 
resigned, but lots of others 
rolling in money. I found a four-bob box o’ choc’lates in 
‘is pocket. It were addressed to “Irene,” hut ’e said ’e’d 
forgot as my name weren't Irene. Anyhow, I ’ad the 
chocs. 

Ally says ’e’s like a ship with ’is sales spreading. He 
may be, but I know ’as the ship ain’t a Yankee what ’as 
gone dry. 

But, dear Diary, I ain’t writ about the gent as wanted 
Ally to interjooce ’im to a gal. I went to the Piccadilly 
Tube, and ’e were to be there wearing a white flower. 

But men was deceivers ever. ‘"E were a black gent, 
and I ’ope ’e’s still waiting for the gal to come along. I 
ain't ‘aving none of a gent as you can’t tell whether ’e’s 
washed ’is face or not. I ’ave ’eard that instead 0’ 
washing, some of them sort o’ gents polish theirselves 
with Nugget. 

And it’s always seemed to me as if one of them gents 
kissed me, ’e’d leave a black smudge on me face. 

There's a very nice gent in Ally’s office as told me as 
Ally ’as a marvellous eye for beauty. 

It’s wonderful ’ow gents do admire me, and Ally don’t 
know the treasure ’e’s got. 


? 


Lloyd George ’as 
is resigned, too. Ally is 


mpi 
(Ml) qi 


/ 
“s 


Speaking of that, dear Diary, I went through ’is 
pockets last night, and there was one pound twelve and 
sixpence. I thought as ‘e’d like to make me a present o’ 
some silk stockings, so I took it, 

Next morning J] says to Ally, “T must ’ave a new ‘at, 
Ally,” and ‘e feels in “is pockets. 

(Continned ia next column.) 


HALF-HOLIDAY. 


(NERVE WEAKNESS) 
CURED BY ELECTRICITY. 

To-day the conditions of lite are causing a serious increase in 
Neurasthenia and other Nervous and functional disorders. 

The symptons of Neurasthenia are many and varied. They are 
mainly mental or nervous, and often the victim is quite unaware of the 
fact that he or she is travelling rapidly toward Nervous Exhaustion 
and Nervous Prostration. 

en eee ee atti F> 
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— Past 
ee aod 
z 3 
<a 
IF SO, ol 
=a 
CURATIVE i\= 
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WILL PUT ~~ 
Ss 
YOU RIGHT. YS 
= 
The Pulvermacher Appliances are the only inventions for the adminis: 
tration of cu alive electricity, endorsea by over fifty leading Doctors 
ani by the official Academy of Medicine in Paris. 
HAVE YOU ANY OF THESE SYMPTONS 2? 
Are you Nervous, Timid, or Indecisive ? ; 
Do you lack Self-Confidence ? 
© you dread open or closed spaces ? 
Are you wanting in Will Power? 
Are you ‘‘fidgety ’’ restiess, or sleepless? 
Do you blush or turn pale readily? 
Do you shrink from strange company ? 
Are you subject to sudden impulses ? 
you crave for stimulants or drugs? 


If so, you can safely assume that you are suffering from Neurasthenia 
The neurasthenic also often suffer from Indigestion. Liver Troubies. 
Constipation, Palpitation, Loss of Appetite, Excess of “Appetite, 
and a host of other disorders due to taulty functioning of various organs. 
Electricity is the only force that naturally supplies this deficiency of 
Nerve Force, and restores tone to the whole nervous system. To-day 
you can be 


CURED IN YOUR OWN HOME BY ELECTRICITY 


by simply wearing the Pulvermacher appliances, which are light, easy, 
and comfortable to wear. They give no shock, but all the time they 
are being worn they supply the nerve centres with a continuous flow of 
electricity, naturally stimulate the circulation of the blood, and increase 
nerve nutrition. This is the natural and physiological treatment of 
Neurasthenia, which drug treatments can never cure. The Pulver- 
macher Treatment has cured the most ob tinate cases of Neurasthenia 
and Nervous Disorders when all other methods have failed. It you are 
suffering from any form of Nerve trouble, or if you have any of the 
symptoms as describ:d above, write to-day for a book that may well 

rove ot incalculable health value to you, yet it costs you nothing. It 
1s entitle | ‘* Guide to Health and Strength,” and will be sent post free. 
Those who can call personally are cordially invited to do so, when Free 
advice and Demonsirations will be given absolutely free of charge 
and without obligation between the hours of 10.0 and 5.30 daily. 


FREE COUPON. 


By posting this FREE FORM TO-DAY you will receive the 
“Guide to Health and Strength." You place yourself 
under no obligation by applying for this Book and particulars of the 
Pulvermacher Appliances, 


PNMEINE, sccadgusseaubcavanepa¥chvecaseans oi appa conten 
Address.......0+ oe eer och ndxvs aubbacan snore via ruawiakimedent re 


Post to the Superintendent, Pulvermacher Electrological Institute, 
Ltd., 203, Vulcan House, 56, Ludgate Hill, London, E.C.4. 
Ally Sloper H. H., Nov. 16th, 1922. 


“Them gals,” I ’ears ’im mutter. 
“The expenses of getting out such a splendid journal ‘ave 


Then ’e says to me, 


took me every penny. 
day.” ; 

So it were evident ’e’d never missed what I’d took, yei 
I weren’t quite sure whether I oughi to be pleased or not. 
But it showed me as I must take care of Ally's money or 
’e’ll waste it on pearl necklaces and diamond rings. 

And Ally’s doing well. Talks of buying an ‘ouse, ’e 
says, cause though ‘’aving the bed in the sitting-room as 
at present is convenient at times, it’s annoying when 
you've to put the j’int under the bed to make room fo) 
the tea things, and you find the dog ill through gorging 
‘isseltf. = 

I think I shall ‘ave a pianner. They do look so nice 
and the photo frames always show up on the top _ Besides. 
if the neighbours is nasty when you want to borrer 2 
scuttle o’ coals, a pianner is ‘andy at two in the morning 
to play Rule Britannia with one finger, und keep ’em 
awake to repent of their sins. 


You'll ‘ave to wait till next pay- 


But it’s a fact as we’re going up in the world, dean.g 


Diary. Ally says if Lloyd George comes out on top, ’e’s 
sure to make ‘im Minister for the Navy, seeing as ‘ow 
Ally is fully qualified ‘cause ’e don’t know nothing about 
ships. : 

But ’e says ‘e’s willing to keen a yot at 
io inspect the fishing fleet at Leigh. 

But ’e says if Boney Law gets in, ’e won't get much 
out of ’im. 

“’*E’s Scotch,” Ally says, “and the difference betwigst 
a Seotch and a Welsher is this. A Welsher on’y gives 


Southend, and 


away what ain't ‘is to give and a Scotch gives AWA Ney % 


nothing.” (Io be continued.) -~ 


12 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FOOTBALI, TERMS ILLUSTRATED. “MY WORD IF I CATCH YOU-—” 


“Nah, then, over with yer, Billy!” 


CHEERIO. 


— C 
arr m ‘ Nooshuter —“* How much ought I to give the game keeper ?” 
ieee eee, (Se eee ee Holdand— ¥t all depends—where did you hit him ?” 
Sick Room Steward—* That's the last thing I should think 
A: JOLLY -SELL. ’ of doing if I were you, sir.” 


GOOD.” SOME FOOTBALL 
MATCH, MUST SEE 
THE CHIEF THIS 


ANOTHER TIP. 


AFTERNOON, 
5 
” 

Hatching the plot. e tr] ‘ 
PY \ > bs ¢ Bir 

ia of 

r i 

NOW THE QUESTION IS ig Ma 
WHAT TO SAY, oa “4 
AN APPLE ANDO (\ n 

A BIT OF RAG Ch 
OUGHT TO D S, of 
THE TRICK Mi 
em 

to 
th, 

5 of 

Za’ , 

— ZF ce ' hh fa ee WU TAR ROW 22 _ 

we - yt > = Soe —s\ Pig hi 

“Well, get 'em cleaned up caddy, I'm afraid my card’s no good, I hear > 

Rongun’s returned a be‘ter.” | 

* Ah, Mr. Rongun. Yes. You've no chance against him..... D'ye know m 

what's his best club sir? It costs a penny. it’s a—pencil!” BLACKMAIL. lo 

hi 

of 

a 

be 

= W 

iT is w PAIN ‘ HULLO,'ARE YOU MR GUMS A 
| Have TONS PEIaeet THE DENTIST, Wit L YOU br 


KINDLY STEP OVER TO MY 


THIS AFTERNOON, 
TO HAVE A PAINFUL 
TOOTH REMOVED, coat en -~ 
OFFICE ec 


4 Let's have a puff of your fag, Dicky?" 


ee ee ee ae en: Bonet 


ne Oh, all right then, I shall tell yer muvver ye've 
Swinging the lea More trouble} been smokin’, 


"4 


Mi See 4c" AS LS 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


THE KNIGHT WHO 
CARPETS THE WORLD. 


Al Pat WILLIAM TRELOAR is the tallest and best-known 
ana rman of the City of London, and he tells the shortest 
best stories of any of the Civic dignitaries. 

heuer of years and full of honours,” his name is a 
oe ehold word from the Guildhall to the Gulf of Persia. 

m the Mansion House to Mecca. 

Wherever in the world the weaving of carpets is carried 
© emissaries of Sir William are purchasing. the 
red carpets of the Orient at prices that mean untold 
Prob h to the nomadic Kurds and wild Arabs who have 
u ably 8pent years in weaving beautiful patterns of 
Wi eable colours into the exquisite products Sir 

~“lam’s far-famed firm deals in. 

ir William Treloar is unique in many ‘hings. 
ani ith the exception of Micajah Perry, who was ‘his 
78897 as Chief Magistrate of the City of London in 
Whitt} he is the only one of the descendants of Dick 
" tington. who has written a book—presumably because 

48 no enemies. 
| ir William became an Aldceman in 
ig Add of London 98th November, 1906, on which occasion it 
Mer, oted the Eminent bestowed on him the “Award of 

Tit” to commemorate the Red Letter Day of his life. 
Ee that day Sir William gave a great banquet to 2,140 

men. women, and children at Whitechapel. 


Wealt 


i892 und Lord 


PRELOAR, F.O.S. 


Sir One of the incidents that is fixed in 
Fi William’s memories of his long 
of tanned life occurred on the last day 
1s year of oflice. 
Ma Ust as he was about to leave the 
cao House, dressed for the last 
. 2€ in ali his civic glory, he took up 
18 arms a little girl and kissed her. 
Ch She was the great-granddaughter of 
arles Dickens and the granddaughter 
H the then Common Serjeant, Mr. 
*nry Fielding Dickens, K.C 
emb e little maid submitted to his 
‘ Tace with good grace and then ran 
the €r mother and exclaimed, “Mummy, 
Lord Mayor’s Show kissed me!” 
of Although Sir William is a purveyor 
Carpets, he is no carpet knight. 
hi Once when he went to that old-time 
in ous boxing resort, “ Wonderland,” 
hi Whitechapel, to secure support for 
far-famed Crippled Children’s 
€, the officials and police tried to 
wade him. 
m Unattended, he went. however, and 
look, &@ speech to some 3,000 rough- 
hiositg knuts, who subscribed £50 for 
8 kiddies before he left the building, 
of Gawd bless yer, guv’nor,” said one 
the “boys,” as he was leaving. “Yer 
Yer too good to 


SIR WILLIAM 


diss 


be wit old knock-out. 

Lord Mayor.” 

Wi t is not generally known that Sir 
iam Treloar is the President of “Ye 
Ncient Society of Cogers,” and was a 
Tominent debater in that circle of City 
Tators. 

tern? William will go: down to pos- 

"ried mainly as the friend of the help- 

The fact that Queen Victoria, King 

Ward, and King George, not te men- 

n Continental Royalties, have de- 
'fhted to honour this worthy gentle- 

pina may be forgotten, but the 

Page of his efforts on behalf of the poor 

a, Pbled children of the metropolis will 
Urvive, 

th In all probability the good work 
at Sir William ‘Treloar has done in 

Aeding the Crippled Children’s Home 
t Alton will be remembered in those 

wreent days predicted by Macaulay 

tie i a New Zeolander. with artistic 
sho ivities, will amuse himself by 
the ching the ruins of St. Paul's and 

Ea. Guildhall from a broken arch of 
"don Bridge. 


tio 


SUPSURD, DON’T YOU KNOW. 


\G 


———— 


rt 
{\ 
t 


o Quite satisfactory—but what salary would you expect?” 
Well, I should at least need enough to live on.” 


“Don't be silly, you silly silly; why, I don't get that much myself!” 


IF CANDIDATES SPOKE THE TRUTH. 


We are in the throes of a General Election to add to 
our many troubles. Having just knocked out the ‘“ Reds” 
at the Municipal Elections, one would have thought we 
deserved a rest from speeches and promises. 

Alas, that is denied us. 

Elections, Elections everywhere, and not a place to rest 
from.them in the country! 

The candidates are even more dreadful than the causes 
they represent. 

Directly they commence to candidate 
oblivious to all appertaining to truth, 

We have waded through dozens of Election aadresses, 
and everyone of them appear to have been indited by 
Ananias: 

If candidates spoke truthfully they wonld deliver their 
Election speeches somewhat in the following manner :— 

‘Ladies and Gentlemen,—I use the term from habit 
only. I can see few gentlemen at this meeting, and the 
term ladies, as it jis employed in my set, would certainly 
not apply to the somewhat shabby women before me. 

“TI am here to-night not because I want to be, or 
because I get any pleasure whatever from regarding people 
who are manifestly my inferiors, but because the political 
leader who gave me the nomination listed this place. 

I want to go to Parliament, and I suppose I have got to 
ask you for your votes. I know nothing about the duties 
of an M.P., being a retired manufacturer by trade, but I 
should like to have the honour of the position, and my 
wife would enjoy the social life of London. I have a com- 
petent secretary who wonld do all the work for me 

“IT expect to do nothing whatever for any of you if 
you elect me, and will thank you to write me no letters, 
and not to try to call on me when you come to West- 
minster, where I want you to send me.’ 

The above strikes us as a slap-up, terse, truthful Elec- 
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13 
BONAR LAWRIE. 


Lloyd Geordie tells the story 
Of how He Won the War, 
His claymore, grim and gory, 
He flourishes aince more. 


But puir auld Bonar Law. 
He canna find his feet, 

For the sicht o’ Bonar Lawrie 
I cud sit me doon an’ greet, 


i 
ari 


mn 


Yon Lloyd’s a bonny fechter 
An’ raises merry Cain 

An’ speers the gey Elector 
To send him bock again. 


But puir auld Bonar Law, 
He daurna risk a fa’, 
Puir, bonnie Bonar Laurie, 
’E dunno where 'e are. 


Yon Younger he’s the speeder, 
He kens his mon, ye mind, 

An’ prods his laggin’ leader 
Wha’ leads ’em from behind. 


But puir auld Bonar Law 
Can ainly sit an’ greet, 
While Lloydie lauchs the louder, 
Now, look you, yess, inteet! 


HOW ELECTION ADDRESSES WOULD BE WORDED, 


tion speech that honest men would approve of. 

Another most extraordinary thing js that candidates 
of all hues and colours promise untola Bredburys aad 
Fishers for Labour. 

They promise the horny-handed sons of toil anything 
from Imperial Tokay for breakfast to a champagne lun- 
cheon at the Savoy for sewermen daily! .. 

Now, if the candjdates who really want the support of 
riverside labourers were to tell then: the plain anvarnished 
truth, they would say something like the following :— 

“Gents,—_lI am not going to talk any bunkam about 
labour, because I am personally against unions, and if 
elected will vote against labour in any form every chance 
1 get. 

ee It strikes me as 1 stand here to-night that if you 
fellows would put on white-fronted shirts and clean your 
tingernails now and then you'd make a better appearance, 

“From what I hear about you you are geitirg an awful 
lot of money for work that is merely muscle work—no 
brains in it—and you are always making a lot of trouble 
for ship and dock owners. Besides that, you fight among 
yourselves a good deal, and keep the police busy too often 
to suit me. 

‘But I suppose your votes are as good as anybody 
else’s, and I need ’em. That’s why I’m here. 

“Tf elected I shall vote on every measure just as my 
party whip tells me to vote, and shall be as little at the 
House of Commons as possible. 

“TI certainly shajl do nothing for you fellows, and Ill 
thank you not to annoy me by coming to see me at West- 
minster. It would get me jn disrepute with my swell 
friends to be seen with any of you. 

* Good-night!”’ 

Thie 1s what we would call candidating under true 
colours. 


MEN GET THEFE, 
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WANTED : 
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CONGRATTERS. 


A, SLOPER, Friend of Man, is absolutely amazed at the 
reception the revival of his paper has had at the hands of 
a kind-hearted public, 

The entire edition—a quarter of a million—of his first 
number was sold out in a couple of days. Talk about a 
“felt want.” My hat! folks have fairly been pinjng for it! 
Honest Injun, it really is surprising. 

And the piles and piles of letters we’ve had, from all 
sides, welcoming us back to the bookstalls. We give below 
a few extracts, picked at random, from the stacks of cheer- 
ing epistles that have come in. 

One rather curious coincidence is that of a man who 
wrote from Canada the middle of last month, asking us to 
let him know the rates of subscription for a year, as he 
had been in the wilds for twelve years, and wanted to see 
the old paper again. This letter reached us as we were go- 
ing to press with the first number, long before any rumour 
could have reached him that we intended resuming publi- 
cation, a fact which we kept particularly quiet till a 
definite date was decided on. 

Then again, Members of the Sloper Club have rallied 
round like Wolf Cubs to a Scoutmaster. Roll call and 
Register are like the Iser, rising rapidly. 

The letters which we reproduce were written not neces- 
sarily for publication, but as a guarantee cf good wishes, 
absolutely spontaneous, and we apolegise—if apology is 
needed—to the writers for dragging them into the limelight 
while assuring them our grateful appreciation of their 
kindly welcome. F’rinstance— 

Dear Old Ally—says one—it makes one feel quite 
young again to see your smiling face once more on the 
Bookstalls and Newsagents’ shops. May your valuable 
paper enjoy a much longer life in this, your second 
coming. ...I still have a token from you which I duly 
received on llth October, 1890—viz., “ The Sloper Silver 
Medal for Valour,” and I feel proud in wearing the 
same, and... . sincerely hope that the other recipients 
of this Decoration are all alive and enjoying good 
health, after a lapse of 32 years.... Best wishes for 
the continued success of “‘ Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday.”’ 
I remain, yours sincerely, WILLIAM MILLS. 

And so say all of us. 

Dear Ally Sloper,—Just a line to wish you success 
and congratulations of your first issue of the dear old 
paper. It really makes one feel as though we were 
in our old home again, these dreary nights. Well, Mr. 
Sloper, I must say I was rather disappointed as I was 
searching for the sports news. I quite thought that 
you would have given us a tip for next year’s Derby... 
but never mind, we must dream about it. .. Again 
wish you success. Believe me, yours truly, 

J, FROST. 
Frosty but kindly, eh? Cheerio, wait a bit, old sport, 
TippetiWitchet’s Timely Tips will tickle you to death very 
shortly. 

The next is from J. W. Sewell, 
songster :— 

Dear Ally,—Congratulations on Number One of the 
New Series of the “ Half-Holiday.’ I am glad to see 


the Leyton Lyric 


you all in the new columns looking so young and 
hearty. But Youth springs eternal in the Sloper 
breast. 


And all in Laughterland grow young. 
So let’s to our newsmonger, 
And buy the new “ Half-Holiday,” 
And watch ourselves grow younger. 
With kind regards to my dear old Eminent (may his 
“spirit” ever warm his good old nose!), and undying 
felicitations to the rest of the family. Yours faithfully, 
J. W. SEWELL, FOS, MOSC. 
The Editor, “ A.S.H,H”—Dear Sir,—Am delighted to 
see good “Old Ally” out again. It brings back the 
memories of the ‘‘ good cld days.” I was a subscriber 
from No, 1, and I still have two or three bound volumes 
which I often peruse and of which Ii never seem to tire. 
Good luck to you. I remain, yours very faithfully, 
ALFRED RUSSELL. 
No friends like the old friends! and new ones get old ones 
in time. 
I sincerely hope your old paper will be a success, 
Am glad to hear Ally Sloper is not quite dead. I 
thought he had killed himself drinking gin.—Yours 
faithfully, E. H. A, 


ALLY 


The report of the 
Twain said of his 
very much alive, 

But wherefore 
sweetened ’’? 


POOR PA, THEY DO HIM PROUD. 


Tut-tut! 


Mildewed Ruin’s death was, as Mark 
own, much exaggerated. A. Sloper is 
He wouldn’t be dead for fifty pounds! 
these base insinuendoes anent 


A brother of the brush now steps in:— 
I can assure you never had I such a rubbing of eyes 
when I bought the old journal to-day at Golders Green 


station; and the rubbing continued even more amazedly 


when I saw through the paper not only the old pages, 
but the old guard of artists, Ludlow, Spurrier, Downey, 


Bennett, Horne, 
together again! 
Daniel,’”’ that I 


much was it like a dream of old time. . 


and the many others all gathered 

I felt like my own ‘“ Dreaming 
would wake up on the last page, so 
. To wind up. , 


I do beg to assure you that to me this has been a real 


exciting day. 


The re-appearance of the “‘ Half-Holiday” 


is an amazing—unprecedented, too—journalistic event; 


and I hope sincerely, 


with all best wishes, it will 


flourish from now on, another lifty years at the very 


least. 


I am, sir, yours sincerely, 
Kathleen Mavourneen! 


inay be for ever.’ 


GEO. DAVEY. 
“Tt may be for (fifty) years, it 


What for no! 


Then, to wind up, for these are but the single spies—the 
hatallione are tramping on behind—ovr old friend, Major 
Attnill, FOS, MV O, OBE, writes:— 

Dear Sir,—Congratulations on the re-issue of the 


“Half-Holiday.”’ 


in the appearances of Ally Sloper 


always enjoyed 


I can remember as a boy revelling 
in “Judy,” and 
his adventures, aa depicted by W. G. 


Baxter, and subsequently by W. F. Thomas in the “ Half 


Holiday.”’ 
Award of Merit 


It must be nearly twenty years since the 


was conferred on me by the Eminent, 


and I have still on my keyring the Sloper’s Club Medal- 


lion No. 15, 
yours sincerely, 


COOL AND CHILLY. 


AVA MECCA LLG Mig 
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With best wishes for the paper’s success, 


A. W. M. ATTHILL, Major (retd.). 
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“Look here, Mr, Glumunon, are you a nice boy, or an iceberz ? 


“ Un- » 


SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


MY LANDLORD. 


THE room is at Kilburn, and so is the Landlords 
fact, he never leaves it (not my room, but Kilburn), 
fear he’’d wear his boot-leather out, 

He is not the everyday common, or garden, landlo™ 
Oh, no! He is a kind of Super-landlord, someth 
above or below the ordinary man altogether. 

I shall always remember my first meeting with b 
1 had read on a small card, written by hand, in the le 
hand pane of glass in the front window, going from ¥ 
station towards Maida Vale, ‘Board and lodging fo 
single young man. Must be respectable.” 

Well, as there was no must about it, because I "a 
and am now, what this cruel world calls “ respectable, 
decided to ring the bell and present myself as 
prospective candidate for their domestic jarliament, 

I was in urgent need of a room at that particul 
moment. My landlady where I lived for six mont? 
having forgotten for the last month that I was a hum 
being; hence, I had paid her up that very morning, # 
left her with the sound advice (when I'd got my p? 
manteau over the threshold) to jine her room with caé 
and go in for starving cats, whilst their loving owné 
in sheer ignorance paid her for doing it when they w® 
sun-bathing down at Brighton. 

Setting my tie straight, I rang the hell. Then, soft 
humming a tune, I flicked a piece of paper from t 
path with my cane and examined the door coping, 
The door opened, and there stood a short, corpule” 

= man with a large round fa® 


and a smoking-cap above } 
ornamented by  forget- 
nots, twining all around. 
I liked the look of the 
boy, even his knitted wal’ 
coat, and carpet slippe 
but I didn’t like those f£@ 
get-me-nots round his sm0 
ing cap. It seemed someh? 
7) Ominous to me. I nev 
and down. 
‘I see you have a notié 
| in your window,” I> co? 
menced. 
\ “Yes, young man, 


should forget my last lam 
lady, and this 
parting message 
arrived, like! 

He never spoke, D 
simply stood, looking me 


| 
= 


seemed 
before 


know you do,” he broke 
“IT saw you reading 
fi" | Well, you wish to inspect, 
suppose? Well, step insidé 


, willl 
we may do business.” 

I stepped inside. 

He bowed me into the front room, in which I cou” 
see the back of the card in the window. 

Waving me to a chair, he flopped 
covered easy one himself. p 

“Board and lodging,’ he commenced. “You wi 
live with my family, feed with my family, and sleep—? 
yourself. Terms—twenty-five shillings weekly, payable ¥ 
advance. 

The terms were exactly what I had been paying, 

“Yes,” I answered; “‘that seems all right.” ( 

“Seems all right!’’ he half yelled. “TI should ju 
think it is all right. Come and see the bedroom.” ; 

I noticed a boy’s face peering at me round the pa® 
sage as I followed him upstairs. He saw it, too. Whis# 
ie 3 off one of his carpet slippers, he shied it over at thé 

ace. 

“Go in the kitchen at once!’”’ he yelled. 
bag to carry up.’ 

He turned to me. “My son likes to make 
copper or two, and I believe in bringing children up in 
business way, you know.” 

I had a horrible idea that that youngster was used 
to carrying bags up and down these stairs for pennies. 

The bedroom was at the 
rear and looked out on a 
flat roof. 

**What do you think of 
this?” he asked, with pride, 
as he waved his hand round 
the room. ‘* Morning sun. 
Only open window at the top 
because the cats walle in if 
you open it at the bottom.” 

** Lovely bed,” he went § 
on, ‘‘made every day. My 
son sleeps in it when it’s 
empty to keep it aired. 
Counterpane, blanket, sheet 
—all clean and good ma- 
terial.” 

As he named the cover- 
ings, he had jerked each one 
down in turn, and now the 
bed lay open. 

‘Lovely bed,” he went 
on, as he jammed his hands 
down into it, leaving huge 
dents all over it. ** Sott 
pillow, all feathers.” Here , 
he dug the pillow about until it looked like a fop* 
sided hour-glass. 

“You never slept on such a bed as that at any other 
lodgings,” he boasted, standing back and holding his’ hand 
towards it, 

“ Er—oh, no!” I murmured, as I surveyed the wreck. . 

At that moment he reminded me of Mark Anthony: 
saying, ‘“ Look you here! Here is himself, marred” a9 
you see, with traitors.” 

Back he went to the parlour. 

Deciding to risk all—for, somehow, i liked that land’ 
lord—I paid a week’s rent in advance. Giving me ®# 
receipt, he passed a remark about hoping I didn't suffer 
with anything, as children were about. I assured him at 
once that I had thoroughly recovered from croup, mump® 
whooping cough, and that the only thing I sutfered frow 
was lack of fortune. : 

He seemed quite amused, 

(Continued in our next.) 


into a chin 


“There’s Df 


We have had so many regretful 
enquiries with regard to the late 
Mr, J. R. Brown’s McNab pictures 
that we are seriously considering 


the question of reprinting, if not 
the whole series, at least selections 
Of the wonderfully popular and 
amusing drawings of this talented 
artist, 


SLOPER 
SONGLETS 


By “THE BARD.” 


<>. 
Will you stand for the Election?” 
wx, ~0tsie asked so fair and free. 
will give you my affection 
W; hen you sign yourself M.P. 
Will you stand? That is the question— 
W; ou’re a man of birth and blood— 
Will you stand at my suggestion, 
lease, for Muggleton-cum-Mud?” 


oe: 
Like a bird,” I answered gaily, 
I “If your love I may retain, 
Will stand you hourly, daily, 
i Bitter, whisky, or champagne. 
Will stand a lunch at ‘ Verrey’s’ 
W; Or a dinner at the ‘Ritz,’ 
“ith dessert of glace cherries, 
f the menu there permits. 


ey, 
T've got pluck, I cannot check it, 


nd I’m worth ten thousand pounds, 


T win stand before Joe Beckett 
Iwao ® match of twenty rounds. 
Will stand as did Horatius 
ry On that ancient bridge at Rome, 
tin manner that’s audacious 
Will face the raging foam.” 


Tootsie cried, “ Now don’t be silly, 
don’t want that sort of game. 
e the Honourable Billy, 

Nd there’s something in a name. 
Submit to my direction 

ike a flower that’s in the bud, 
we'll nobble that Election 

Own at Muggileton-cum-Mud. 


You’, 
Just 
And 


te 
There’s a woman, that’s the reason 
F That_I want you, dear, to stand, 
°r in London all last season 
a She made love to-Major Bland, 
I wanted, yes, I wanted 
But hat tine fellow for myself, 
With him she has levanted, 
And I’m left upon the shelf. 


« 
Now she’s standing for that borough 
An ° get into Parliament, 
ad I want her beaten thorough, 
fo €n at last I'll be content.” 
Sotsie, dear,” I answered sadly. 
Fo I'd obey your sweet command, 
T I want you very badly, 
But I really cannot stand.” 


Then her look became ferocious, 
a oa she cried with eyes aflame, 
ir, your conduct is atrocious, 
E ave you not got any shame?” 
Yen then I could have kissed her 
B As my tears rushed in a flood, 
Ut, then, Mrs, Bland’s my sister 
wn at Muggieton-cum-Mud. 


STAM MERING. 


| Sured myself after teachers, etc. had 
ailed. | will cure you or your child by 
Simple home treatment. Cure Guaran- 
©e€d or no charge. Write for free 


7 particulars. 
RANK F, HUGHES, 7, Southampton Row, 
LONDON, W.C.1. 


BLUSHING 


DO YOU SHUN SOCIETY? 


oe do p-ople court your company, because you 
T1780, cheerful and entertaining? If nov, it is 
sibly because of your Shyness, Self-con- 
is Susness, and unfortunate nab't f Blushing. 
ee this case My System of Treatment is the 
*y thing fur you as it thorougoly reinvigorates 
iayWeakened Nerves (the root of <I! such 
tingilities) and in a wonderfully short space of 
«© Will cure you of Blushing and Nervous 
Selpaity and make you Bright Spirited and 
Con coBfident. You will feel so different in 
friePany, and will rejo‘ce in the soc’ety of your 
wines: Any cther Nerve Weakness from 
‘. ich we may suffer, such as Mind Wander- 
ete Trembling, Twitching, Weak Memory, 
Sei Wwill'trouble you no longer after trying My 
for Write NOW, men ioning Ally Sloper, 
P, ful! part’culars and FREE Booklet, “The 
Als" f° Win.” Address: E. B. DEAN, 12, 
Saints Road, St. Annes-on-Sea. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
AIN 


THE ELDER DEFENDS HI 


tS 


ae 


a. pee 
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it’s awft’ whit a Mastodon quantity o confoondit cheek an’ 
tmpidinse there ts in this wicked warld, an? it’s the matr astoondin’ 
in the chosen Land 0 Scotlaw whaur ev'ry secon ane ye meet ts hauf 
brither tae an" Angel. Gentle Reader, whil’s yer candid opeznion 0 
this? That lang, raw-gobbi’, chucile-heedit, phauntasmagoarical, 
white snootit, maniacal daft eedtiot Peter McNab o Tummeltoosie 
(a far awa’ cousin 0 Caledonia’s Gem, whereby P’'m meanin’ Dooce 
Dun.an McNab that Bricht Licht tn the Wilderness 0 Cades) eggit 
on an’ backit up by that ill faured wee Scartihack & a Writer frae 
Kilmaurnak—Jeddetiah Jaggiciucket (dang him !)—cam’ tae bonnie 
Brooside tae claim an’ seize the warl’-famous wee hoose an’ land won 
hy the Elder's grandfaither thro’ doonricht honest decent robbery, 
They were encouragit by that comic collection o funking cuddies, the 
Kirk Session 0 the misfortunate Brooside. »The parritch-brained 
Minister :ronoonced the Benediction, aw the expedeetion proceedit tae 


PLEASANT. 

Dicker: Don't talk shop. 
of something pleasant. 

Ticker: What did your mother-in-law 


Let’s speak 


die of? 
ol 
A PETTY SIN. 
Johnnie: Do you think that suicide 
is a sin? 
Jennie: Well, I think it would he ~ 
forgiven in your case 


yo|————— 
PROFESSIONAL PRIDE. 
Lady enters barber’s shop with Skye- 
terrier. 

“Mr. Barber, 
doggie’s hair?” 
“No, I can’t, or, rather, I won't.” 
“Indeed! You seem to hold your- 
self pretty high, for one in your posi- 

tion.” 
“Perhaps I do, 
scraper.” 


can you cut my 


but I’m no _ skye- 
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KNOWING BOY: 
Teacher: You may give me a sentence 
in which the word barrister cccurs. 
Johuny (after a moment’s hesita- 
tion): The boy slid down the barrister. 


4 price only 5/- with bottle of 
4 Inhalant, post free in Gt. Britain ; 


Address Desk 27, Nurse Margaret Remedv Co., 
1 150, Southampton Row, London, W.C.1. _ 
N 


urse MARGARET REMEDY Co., 150 Southampton Row, LONDON, W.C.1. 
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Wr HIS USUAL - ABILITY. 


Ga. 


' {ZZART Al wey BEEF HAS 
MEALT- PUDDISCS TORAWHS «s 
URN BOLE MEAT TRE CLE 


<< : 


tak’ ef ool o the Kirk ornament’s bluid aw bones. Efter hauf-an-oor 
0 the maist elegant an’ murderous fechtin’ the dear Elder persuadet 
them tae evackiate the raiuch. 
* * * * * * _* ; 

Twal meenits an fower seconds efter that, a michty awvylaunch 
utterin’ the maist desprit imprecations cam’, duntin’ their brainpans 
an’ their hinderends doon the steps o Luckie Tamsin’s vennel tae the 
admiration 0 the vespeckit inhaubitants. The dear Elder follcwit, 
using kind words an flourishin’ a big chopper. The deputation was 
met on the top step by that fat auld gallopin’ girzie Heppie Mcllbrose, 
aha fell doon in horror an’ preceedit them tae the foot o the vennel 
skirlin? aw whirlin’ tli she lookit like nacthin? but a muckle 
variegatit cabbage. An awe-inspirin’ sicht for sair een! Losh me, 
i?s a gran thing tae be a Scotsman, there's sae muckle kind feelin’ an’ 
mutual regard—or else no, 


‘urse Margarets “second to 
none.” A Formulas if you suffer 
from any of these ailments :— 
A.1. for ANAEMIA, NEURAS- 

THENIA, BRAIN FAG, 
LOSS OF FLESH, or 


Use Nurse Margaret's Pocket 
Inhaler, (patd. and regd.) to 
speedily remove CATARRH, 


COLDS, INFLUENZA, |] i tor} poe 

SEF ROR, Ho [] A-2. for INDIGESTION, FLAT. 
It affords protection against in- ULENCE, DYSPEPSIA, 

fectious diseases and is invaluable Price 3/6 for 2 weeks 

for School use. The Inhaler is ] supply. 

unbreakable and can be carried in for CONSTIPATION. 


A.3. 
waistcoat pocket or handbag. (] ' Price 2/6 per box. 
Deafness and impaired ,_ A.4, for RHEUMATISM and 
vision are often due to ‘] kindred troubles, Price 
Catarrh. 3/6 for 2 weeks sv; ply. 
[] A.S..for SLUGGISH LIVEx and 
‘that tired feeling. Price 
2/6 per box. 
Send us Gd. with full name & address 


for a trial box of any one of these 
remedies to Desk 27, 


Buy one to-day, 


sent abroad for 6d. extra. . Be sure {] 
to cross P.O.’s and cheques. 


MAUTION MEM StxancER | 


o MACKINTYR: 
MERCHANT | 


Seppe Pemivs = 
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LET US-CATCH YOUR, ete. SUFFER 
COLD FOR YOU. ., 
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THE F.O.S. GALLERY. 


Captain BRUCE BAIRNSFATHER, F.O.S. 


The Man Who Won the War, according to the 
political press, was the ex: Prime Minister. ‘‘ It’s Tommy 
this and Temmy that And Tommy go and play But the 
Wizard of Westminster He really won The Day !” Poor 
old Tsmmy ! You’ve merely an ex-serviceman out of a 
jcb now! They’re mighty soon forgotten the muddy, 
shell stricken, nerve wracking, back breaking, ear splitt- 
ing, indescribably horrible and deadly dull days you put 
in at Wipers and the London General; days that were 
only made endurable by the efforts of another man who, 
at all events ‘did his bit,” and a very big bit too, to 
Win the War, Ally Sloper’s good old pal, Captain Bruce 
Bairnsfather who, from the day of his first dig ai the 
unspeakable Hun in the Bystander, past the ‘* Better 
ole” and ‘+ Where did that cne go,” to ‘Ole Bill, 
M.P.”’ of to-day, has never failed to come to the rescue 
with a cheery word and a comical drawing till ‘t Old 
Bill,” backed up by Alf and Bert, has become a national 
character and made a name which, like old soldiers, 
will never die. 

Chiefly because he created Old Bill, he was created 
F.O.S , and the Sloper Award of Merit was conferred 
on him November 11th, 1922. 


I. There was a young woman who was a man hater. 
of * Man.”’ 
waited—biding his time. 


te es 


3. And meet they did! But no blows passed! No, the young women simply. vat down and talked to him 
like an aint- for this objectionable young man was the first who had really interested ‘her! As for this 


young man, he sat and listened, good as gold! 


1g W ‘ t . Yes, she detested and abhorred the mere mention 
As for Cupid—she simply shut him ouside the door! And Cupid just sat on the doorstep an 


SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


EXPERIENTIA DOCET. t GOOD. SPORTS, 


\Nui Ka ee ura 


Datghter—* A certain person seht me a lovely bouquet this morning mum,” 

Mother—“‘ A man?” ; : 

Datcvhter—* Why o* course.” 
~ > reevare person till you've got him!” 


Mother—“ Ah, no “ 
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Jimmy Seed was planted at White Hart La®™ 

‘a couple of years ago and has sprouted in” 

a big stylish forward who swoops and sho0" 
Which he is! ‘ 


like an International. 


RARE ~~ - 
AND 


REFRESHING. * 


», 

pm 

Motorist)—To Smith,whom he has knocked down and ru. over)—“* Dear, dear me, are you hurt 2?” 
Smith—" Oh, no, I’m quite used to this sort of thing, my wife's very excitable |"’ 


ALLY’S ALLEGORIES.—No. 2 


Ben) 


ripe and juicy. 


2. There came by a young man who loudly beasted his aosolute and d “ep rocted aversion to women. 
In fact, he filled the air with his bitter denunciations of the genticr sex Oh; my goodness! ”’ gasped: 


Cupid, ‘“ Whatever would happen if ever these tao were to meet!” 7 
Pp } 


, 4. “ Of course there is only one explanation of it’’—wa3 the conclusion that they both came to at the 


last—and that was, that they were each ef them “the exception that proved the rule!!” And so they 
Wandered down the old--old flowery path together! 


————__—_——_-—____——_——" 
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